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Foreword 


TWELVE  times  have  the  Scottonian  Boards  striven 
to  produce  a  book  worthy  of  Scott,  and  twelve  times 
have  they  succeeded.  This  is  the  thirteenth  edition,  and 
not  wholly  without  superstition  did  we  undertake  the  task 
of  publishing  this  thirteenth  volume.  We  have  much  to 
equal — all  to  lose. 

The  earliest  Scottonian  was  most  naturally  a  mediocre 
book;  but  the  very  next  year  a  vast  improvement  was 
made.  In  the  following  years  annuals  were  developed 
which  were  prize  winners  in  their  class.  Consequently,  it 
became  harder  and  harder  to  outdo  the  preceding  staff  in 
the  production  of  a  high  grade  book.  This  competition 
has  been  the  essence  of  each  Scottonian;  it  is  quite  obvious 
at  various  places  among  the  crowded  pages.  Such  is  the 
spice  of  life. 

The  vital  factor  of  a  good  high  school  annual  is  an 
efficient  staff.  The  members  must  have  numerous  friends 
and  acquaintances,  as  well  as  profuse  ability.  Their 
organization  has  to  work  as  smoothly  as  clockwork,  and 
steadily,  too.  Herein  this  Scottonian  has  been  fortunate 
indeed.  The  staff  of  '26  has  proven  its  loyalty  by  its 
whole-hearted  co-operation  in  every  department.  The 
associates  have  labored  with  the  utmost  that  was  in  them 
for  the  profit  of  the  school. 

The  bringing  forth  of  the  complete  Scottonian  is  a 
task  of  Herculean  proportions,  and  each  page  represents  a 
good  deal  of  effort.  We  have  done  our  best  to  transform 
this  work  into  an  enjoyable  publication.  May  this  volume 
be  received  with  as  much  enthusiasm  as  was  expended  on  it! 

John   B.   Eberth, 
Editor-in-Chief. 
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To 

Mr.  Henry  J.  Eberth 

ivho,  since  the  cornerstone  was 

laid,  has  served  Scott  with 
willing  mind,  energetic  hands, 

and  a  spirit  surpassed  by 
none — this  Thirteenth  Volume  of 

The  Scottonian 

is  respectfully 
dedicated 
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Mr.  Ralph  H.  Demorest 
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Ralph  H.  Demorest 


Scott  is  immeasurably  fortunate  to 
have  Mr.  Demorest  for  its  principal.  A 
school  without  a  principal  is  like  a 
ship  without  a  captain,  and  therefore 
great  credit  is  due  to  Mr.  Demorest 
who  has  safely  piloted  our  ship 
through  the  sea  of  existence.  In  the 
years  to  come  we  shall  time  and  again 
look  back  upon  our  high  school  days 
and  wish  that  we  might  once 
more  enjoy  his  gracious 
guidance. 
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MEMBERS  OF  THE  BOARD 

Mr.  ^^  .  E.  Wright  Mr.  Thomas  DeVilbiss 

Judge  Juli.\x  Tyler  Mr.  J.  D.  Robinson 

Mr.   Frank  Kennison 
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OFFICERS  OF  THE   BOARD 

Mr.  Charles  S.  Meek -.Superintendent  of  Schools 

Miss  Estalixe  ^^'ILSON Assistant  Superintendent 

AIr.  R.  S.  \\'enzlau Director  of  Schools 

Mr.  Edwin  M.  Gee.. Supervising  Architect 

Miss  May  Foster Clerk  and  Treasurer 
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Faculty 


DEPARTMENT  OF  ENGLISH 

Miss  Jessie  A.   Caughey,   {Department  Head) 
Ph.B.  Oberlin  College 

Miss  Mary  Perkins 
A.B.  University  of  Michigan 

Miss  Elizabeth  Aufderheide 
A.B.  Toledo  University 

Miss  Margaret  McGuinness 
A.B.  Toledo  University 

Miss   Clare  Humphrey 
A.B.  Ohio  University 

Mrs.  Edith  Hopkins  Schwenke 

A.B.  Ohio  State  University 

A.M.  Oberlin  College 

Miss   Etta  Mae  Barkdull 

A.B.   Ohio  Wesleyan  University 

A.M.  University  of  Michigan 

Mrs.  Virgil  Cramer 
A.B.  University  of  Michigan 

A/fiss  Louise  Taylor 
A.B.  Ohio  State  University 

Mr.  Harold  Allen  Conklin 
A.B.  University  of  Tennessee 

Miss  Olive  M.   Bingham 
A.B.   Ohio  State  LTniversity 
B.S.   Ohio  State  University 

Miss  Ruth  L.  Geer 
A.B.   Sweet  Briar  College 

Mr.  Herbert  M.  Emery 
A.B.  Dakota  Wesleyan  LTniversity 


DEPARTMENT  OF  SPANISH 

AIiss   M.AUD   Canniff,   (Department  Head) 

A.  B.  Toledo  L'niversity 

L  niversidad  Central  of  Madrid 

Miss  Margaret  Ann  Bassett 

A.B.  University  of  Michigan 

Suficiencia-Centro  de  Estudios  Historicos  of  Madrid 

Mrs.  M.ary  Haskell  Davis 
A.M.   L'niversity  of  Nebraska 


DEPARTMENT  OF  MATHEMATICS 

Miss  Mona  Dell  Taylor,   {Department  Heac 
A.B.  Ohio  State  University 

Mr.  Henry  J.  Eberth 
Ph.B.  Kenyon  College 
A.M.   Kenyon   College 

Miss  Donna  F.   Beck 
A.B.  Wittenberg  College 

Miss  Bertha  \.  Lecklider 
A.B.  Ohio  State  University 

Miss  Sophia  R.  Refior 

A.B.  University  of  Michigan 

A.M.   Columbia  University 

Mrs.  Ethel  G.  Hasey 
A.B.  Smith  College 

Mr.  Paul  C.  Recker 
B.S.   Ohio  Wesleyan  University 
A.B.  Ohio  Wesleyan  University 
A.M.  Ohio  Wesleyan  University 

Miss  Geraldine  Hamilton 
A.B.  Oberlin  College 

Miss  Anne  C.  Crane 
A.B.  Western   College 


DEPARTMENT  OF  SOCIAL  SCIENCE 

Mr.   R.  J.   Langstaff,   {Departmeiit  Head) 

B.S.  in  Ed.   State  Normal  College 

A.M.   Chicago  Universit}- 

Mr.  Virgil  E.   Cramer 
A.B.  Heidelberg  University 

Miss  Elmina  R.  Lucke 
A.B.  Oberlin  College 

Miss  Olive  I.   Kirkby 
A.B.  Smith  College 

Mr.  Earl  F.  Baum 
B.S.   in  Ed.  Ohio  State  University 

Mr.  Thad  p.  Corbett 
A.M.  Wittenberg  College 

Mr.   Frank  P.  Timmons 
A.B.  Ohio  Wesle}'an  University 

Miss   Elva  K.  Reh 
A.B.  Vassar  College 
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DEPARTMENT  OF  SCIENCE 

]\Ir.   Charles  M.  Brunson,   {Departvient  Head) 
B.S.   Knox  College 

Mr.  R.  S.  Weiser 
in   Ed.  Ohio  State  University 

Mr.   B.   E.  Francisco 
B.S.  Ohio  University 

Mr.  Roy  A.  Welday 
in   Ed.  Ohio  State  University 

Miss  Sibyl  Wachter 
A.B.  Wellesley  College 

Miss  Virginia  R.   Brown 
A.B.  Oberlin  College 
A.M.  Oberlin  College 

Miss  Myrtilla  M.  Haskixs 
AI.S.  University  of  Michigan 

Miss  Anne  Smead 
A.M.  Ohio  State  University 

AIr.  Orland  Bethel  Kirk 
B.S.   Denison  University 

Miss  Ila  Park 
A.B.  Oberlin   College 

Miss  Elizabeth  Anne  Bessey 
A.B.  Wellesley  College 

Miss  Lillian   K.   Krueger 
B.S.  in   Ed.  Ohio  State  University 


DEPARTMENT  OF  LATIN 

Miss  May  C.  Ryan,   {Department  Head) 
A.M.  University  of  Michigan 

Miss  Margaret  Schaff 
A.B.  Oberlin  College 

AIiss  Henrietta  Staadecker 
A.B.  LTniversity  of  Michigan 

Miss  Jennie  Lewis 

A.B.  Ohio  Wesleyan  University 

A.M.  Wisconsin  University 

Miss  Estelle  Hamilton 
A.B.  Ohio  State  University 
B.S.  in  Ed.  Ohio  State  University 


DEPARTMENT  OF  FRENCH 

Miss   Charlotte  S.   Bissell,   {Department  Head) 
A.B.   University  of  Michigan 

Mrs.  Ruby  Cramptox 
A.M.   Columbia  University 

Miss  Edith  J.  Goulet 
Degre  Superieur  Alliance  Francaise,   Paris 

AIr.  Pierre  Q.  Pasquier 
A.B.  Aix-Marseille  University 

Miss  Estelle  Hamilton 
A.B.  Ohio  State  University 
B.S.  in  Ed.  Ohio  State  Universitv 


DEPARTMENT  OF  INDUSTRIAL  ARTS 

A'Ir.  George  S.  Dunn,   {Department  Head) 
B.D.   in   Ed.   Columbia  University 

Mr.  Louis  J.  Mathias 
B.Ch.E.  Ohio  State  University 

Mr.  William  H.  Parker 

Washington  University 

Mr.   Clyde  E.  Kiker 
A.A.  Toledo  University 

Mr.  Glen  H.  Lake 
\^'estern  State 

Mr.  Henry  A.  Bohl 

James  Millikin  University 

DEPARTMENT  OF  HOUSEHOLD  ARTS 

Miss  Matilda  Campbell 

University  of  Chicago 
Columbia  Teachers'   College 

Miss  Laura  Adams 
Pratt  Institute 

Miss  Hazel  M.   Keplinger 
Columbia  Universitv 
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DEPARTMENT  OF  FINE  ARTS 

Miss  Caroline  Morg.a.x 
N.  Y.  School  of  Art 
Columbia  University 

Miss  Florence  A.   Cooper 
Columbia  University 
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SPECIAL  DEPARTMENTS 

Miss  Mildred  Dallett 
Retail  Selling  and   Textiles 

Miss  L.  E.  Neville 
Hygiene  and  Home  Nursing 

Mr.  J.  W.   B.   Foley 
Radio  Communication 

Mr.  Clarence  R.   Ball 
Chorus 

Miss  Ada  M.  Ritchie 
Library 

Mr.  Eugene  L.  AIiller 
Oral  Expression 

Mr.  G.  V.  SuTPHEN 
Band 

Miss  Bessie  Werum 

Orchestra 
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To  the  Faculty 


/^UR  FACULTY!  Was  there  ever  another  so  fine,  so  sym- 
^-^  pathetic,  so  helpful  and  willing  to  co-operate  in  all  our 
enterprises?  As  each  student  goes  out  into  the  world  from  the 
school  that  has  been  his  home  for  four,  long,  eventful  years,  it  is 
with  a  feeling  in  his  heart  of  loyal  devotion  and  real  affection 
for  that  large  group  of  teachers  that  he  knows  to  be  his  friends 

As  the  years  roll  by,  the  student  body  ever  changes  while 
the  faculty  remains  relatively  constant  and  steadfast.  We  enter 
Scott  as  trembling  little  freshmen,  afraid  of  everything:  the 
building,  the  upper-classmen,  the  teachers!  How  little  did  we 
realize  then  that  those  same  men  and  women  who  seemed  so 
many  miles  above  us  would  prove  to  be  such  delightful,  such 
companionable,  such  kind  human  beings!  Then  in  quick  suc- 
cession pass  our  junior  and  senior  years,  each  bringing  with  it 
new  ideals  and  new  appreciations.  Now  as  we  near  the  finish 
of  our  senior  year,  we  have  within  us  a  feeling  of  deep  regret 
for  the  parting  that  will  soon  end  our  daily  pleasant  contact 
with  those  good  friends,  our  teachers. 

None  know  better  than  our  instructors  our  powers  and 
weaknesses,  our  merits  and  defects.  If  we  are  stupid  or  un- 
willing to  learn,  our  teacher  does  not  disregard  us.  We  simply 
become  a  problem,  sometimes  a  very  difficult  problem,  but  one 
which  our  teacher  labors  unceasingly  to  solve. 

It  is  our  teachers  that  give  us  helpful  advice  when  we  need 
it,  an  encouraging  word  when  we  stumble.  Often  we  feel  dis- 
couraged, when  it  seems  that  everything  is  going  wrong.  Then 
it  is  so  easy  to  fall  behind,  to  be  down  under  the  load;  and  it  is 
then  that  our  knowledge  of  our  teachers'  confidence  in  us,  their 
expectation  of  great  things  from  us,  stirs  us  to  greater  endeavor. 

Faculty  of  Scott  High,  we  owe  more  to  you  than  we  can 
ever  express.  You  have  helped  us  to  develop  our  minds  and 
to  build  our  characters.  Some  of  us  are  going  to  college  where 
we  will  learn  to  know  another  faculty,  but  none  can  ever  take 
your  place  in  our  hearts.  We  have  grown  up  under  your  guid- 
ance, and  we  will  never  forget  you.  As  we  leave,  we  do  not 
consider  you  our  masters,  but  our  friends! 

— Marjorie  Broer. 
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The  Principals  of  the   Celebration.      Can   You   Identify  Them? 
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Miss  Ada  M.  Ritchie 


Here  is  one  whose  every  thought  Is  for  Scott.  Miss  Ritchie's 
loyalty,  interest,  and  co-operation  are  freely  and  whole-heartedly 
manifested  in  every  enterprise  for  a  better  Scott.  L  nder  her 
diligent  care  our  library  has  grown  from  inadequacy  to  efficiency. 
Her  dream  of  a  library  worthy  of  Scott  is  being  realized  through 
her  unceasing  efforts.  Alay  she  long  enjoy  the  deserved  respect 
and  admiration  of  Scott  students. 
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Scott's  Library  of  5000  Volumes 


A   Fine  \'ie\v  of  the  Main   Book  and  Trophy  Case 


[27] 


Our  Library 


THIRTEEN  years  ago  when  Scott  was  young  our  library 
was  only  an  empty  room  with  bare  steel  cases  lining  the 
walls.  A  discouraging  sight,  one  might  think,  but  Scott  students 
and  teachers  were  not  easily  discouraged.  Under  Miss  Camp- 
bell's direction  postal  cards  of  Scott  were  sold.  With  the 
results  of  this  sale  our  library  was  started. 

Miss  Ritchie  wasn't  satisfied,  and  appealed  to  Mr.  Mockett. 
He  and  nine  others  contributed  one  hundred  dollars  each.  By 
1920  we  had  fourteen  hundred  volumes. 

In  1921  and  each  succeeding  year  the  Board  of  Education 
has  appropriated  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars.  This  year  Miss 
Ritchie  asked  for  more  money,  and  the  appropriation  was  doubled. 

The  Scottonian  and  Thistle  boards  of  '21  and  '22  gave  six 
hundred  dollars  for  magazine  racks,  files,  and  desks.  The 
classes  of  '23  and  '24  left  fourteen  hundred  dollars  as  memorials. 

In  1924  the  custom  of  having  student  assistants  was  started. 
This  year  a  new  organization,  the  Scott  Library  Association, 
whose  purpose  is  to  promote  the  interest  of  the  library,  has  been 
formed.  Four  hundred  dollars  was  raised  on  "Library  Day". 
We  plan  to  make  this  an  annual  custom.  We  have  reached  our 
first  goal — five  thousand  volumes,  the  minimum  number  set  for 
a  school  the  size  of  Scott  by  the  National  Library  Association. 
Now  the  once  bare  cases  are  nearly  full,  and  the  room  has  a 
businesslike  aspect. 

The  students  show  their  appreciation  of  the  library  by  their 
use  of  it.  About  three  hundred  go  there  for  reference  work  each 
day.      From  fifteen  to  thirty  books  are  taken  home  every  night. 

It  is  largely  through  Aiiss  Ritchie's  efforts  that  our  library 
has  grown  to  its  present  size.  We  have  reached  the  minimum. 
Now  we  must  look  ahead  and  strive  for  a  library  equal  to  the 
best. 

— Josephine  Laskey. 
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Miss  Bierly 
Miss   Rex  Miss  Adams 

These  are  the  three  inseparables  of  the  executive  force  who 
work  so  hard  putting  the  grades  on  our  cards,  and  doing  other 
services  for  the  students.  They  are  liked  one  and  all,  whether 
they  copy  "A's"  or  "E's"  on  our  quadripartite  reports. 


The  Office  \\  ith   the  Principal's  Sanctum   in  the   Rear 
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Student  Council 

Ralph  Merickel. - President 

Edward  Wixg - Vice-President 

SENIOR  REPRESENTATIVES 
JoHx  Eberth  Maxixe  Kerkhoff 

Mary  Chase  Frederick  Dohx 

JUNIOR  REPRESENTATIVES 
)Etty  Hai.sted  Johx  T.  Bryce 

James  \\'ard  George  Tobias 

SOPHOMORE  REPRESENTATIVES 
ViRGixiA  Eckhardt  Robert  Chapman 

FRESHMAN  REPRESENTATIVES 
Charlotte  Bissell  Dave  Stewart 
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Class  Farewell 

LIFE  is  divided  into  epochs,  epochs  that  constitute 
■*  phases  of  advancement  or  retardation.  Each  indivi- 
dual epoch  is  not  a  complete. sphere  in  itself,  but  a  step 
that  leads  to  the  next  higher;  consequently  they  are  all 
closely  associated  with  each  other.  When  man  comes  to 
the  close  of  one  stage  and  passes  into  another,  he  does  not 
leave  the  former  behind,  but  takes  its  influence  on  with 
him  into  the  next. 

We,  the  graduating  class  of  Scott  High  School  of 
nineteen  hundred  twenty-six,  are  now  at  the  close  of  one  of 
these  epochs.  We  are  leaving  Scott,  the  second  stage  of  our 
careers,  to  enter  into  another.  But  we  cannot  say  fare- 
well to  you,  our  Alma  Mater,  for  we  must  take  part  of  you 
with  us.  \\  e  have  acquired  knowledge  that  can  never  be 
obliterated,  we  have  had  experiences  that  will  ever  remain 
as  memories  and  lessons,  we  have  formed  ideals  that  we 
shall  ever  strive  for,  and  we  have  formed  companionships 
that  can  never  die.  Scott  is  a  cosmopolitan  school  and 
consequentl}-  the  road  now  separates;  each  of  us  will  go 
his  way,  one  to  college,  one  out  into  the  business  and  social 
world.  But  wherever  we  go  or  whatever  we  do,  we  cannot 
leave  Scott,  for  her  influence  will  ever  help  us  to  realize  our 
aspirations,  to  help  us  make  the  next  epoch  a  success. 
Even  beyond  this  next  are  others  that  will  loom  up  as  great 
visible  goals  if  we  will  but  look  for  them,  goals  that  will 
be  ours  if  we  will  but  strive  to  attain  them. 

We  see  then  that  which  Scott  has  given  us  will  always 
be  ours.  We  can  say  farewell  only  to  Scott  as  an  institu- 
tion and  those  connected  with  it  who  have  so  unselfishly 
aided  in  giving  us  our  knowledge  and  experiences;  thus 
we  say  good-bye  to  the  physical  side  of  it,  carrying  the 
mental  and  spiritual  with  us.  Shall  we  say  farewell  to  all.' 
No,  for  we  are  going  to  take  with  us  that  which  you  have 
given,  to  be  used  as  foundation  for  the  structure  of  our 
ambitions. 

D.  Frederick  Dohn, 
President  of  the  Senior  Class  ^26. 
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Senior  Class  Officers 

Frederick  Dohn President 

Eileen  Walper ■. Vice-President 

Jane  Moor Secretary 

Henry  Applegate. Treasurer 

Edward  RoBare Sergeant-at-Arms 
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Senior  Class  Executive  Committee 

Frederick  Dohn ....President,  Senior  Class 

Eileen  Walper Vice-President,  Senior  Class 

Jane  Moor Secretary,  Senior  Class 

Henry  Applegate.. Treasurer,  Senior  Class 

Edward  RoBare. Sergeant-at-Arms,  Senior  Class 

Henry  Applegate Finance  Committee,  Chairman 

Robert  Colegrove .Social  Committee,  Chairman 

George  Bradley Picnic  Committee,  Chairman 

Frederick  Gilchrist Ring  and  Pin  Committee,  Chairman 

Jean  Forster Announcement  Committee,  Chairman 

John  B.  Eberth Scottonian,  Editor 

Kirtland  Harsch Thistle,  Editor 
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Miss  Margaret  Ann  Bassett 


When  Mrs.  Crampton  was  forced  to  resign  her 
position  of  Senior  Advisor,  the  eager  question  inter- 
rogated by  every  Senior  was,  "Who  will  be  our  ad- 
visor?" A  decision  was  not  long  in  forthcoming, 
and  it  was  announced  that  Miss  Bassett  would  be 
our  chief  counselor.  This  was  an  excellent  choice, 
for  Miss  Bassett's  success  as  social  advisor  to  the 
different  organizations  singled  her  out  as  the  probable 
successor.  When  she  was  kept  out  of  school  by 
illness,  her  absence  was  keenly  felt  by  every  Senior, 
and  upon  her  return,  she  was  warmly  welcomed  by 
one   and   all. 


Under  Mrs.  Crampton  we  find  that  supervision 
of  178  becomes  companionship.  Indeed,  such  is  her 
sociability  that  she  was  elected  Senior  Advisor,  resign- 
ing only  when  her  other  work  became  too  excessive 
to  allow  full  time  to  both.  It  has  been  said  that  Mrs. 
Crampton's  pupils  are  the  best  behaved  of  all,  but 
this  is  not  caused  by  iron  discipline;  on  the  contrary, 
the  students  obey  her  as  they  do  a  parent.  It  is 
with  the  deepest  regret  that  we,  the  Seniors,  take 
leave  of  her. 
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Heleke  Acler 
"There's  nothing  so  kindly  as  kindness." 
Household  Arts.  Glenwood  School. 
Girls'  Athletic  League,  Senior  Friend- 
ship Club,  Home  Economics  Club  (Sec- 
retary, '26). 


Marv  Louise  Albrecht 
"Loveliness  needs  not  the  foreign  aid  of 
ornament 

But    is    luhen    unadorn'd,    adorn'd    the 
most." 

General.    Monroe  School.    Senior  Picnic 
Committee. 


Charlotte  Alexander 
"0  vcoman!   In  our  hours  of  ease 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  Iiard  to  please." 
General.    Glenwood  School. 


Mary  Areogast 
"The  depth  immense  of  endless 
gratitude." 
General.     Lincoln  School. 


Albry  Armstrong 
"To  'worry  about  tomorro'w  is  to  be  un- 
happy today." 

General.  Glenwood  School.  Senior 
Friendship  Club  (Ways  and  Means 
Committee,  '26),  Periclean. 


Virginia  Arnsman 
"Take  life  too  seriously,  and  'what  is  it 
'worth  f" 

.Academic.  Cherry  School.  Orchestra 
(Vice-President,  '25),  Band  (Student- 
Leader,  '26). 


Elizabeth  Caroline  Austin 
"Earth's  noblest  thing, — a  'woman 
perfected." 
General.     Monroe  School. 


Eleanor  Bair 
"JFho  talks  much  must  talk  in  vain." 
General.     Warren  School.     Girls'  Ath- 
letic League. 
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Helen  Ball 
"Nothing  great  was  ever  achieved 
without  enthusiasm." 


AiLEEN  Baker 
"Great  is  truth,  and  strong  above  all 
things." 


Alice  Barber 
"A  girl  who  has  so  many  wilful  ways." 
Household     Arts.       Glenwood     School. 
Alchemist,  Philalethian. 


Virginia  Barton 
"She  is  as  good  as  goodness  is." 
Academic.       Maumee,     Ohio.       Senior 
Friendship  Club. 


Eleanor  Basch 
"None  knevj  thee  but  to  love  thee 
Nor  named  thee  but  to  praise." 
General.   Fulton  School.    Senior  Fasces. 


Eleanor  Bate 
"How  cruelly  sweet  are  the  echoes  that 
start 

frhen  memory  plays  an  old  tune  on  the 
heart." 
General.    Monroe  School.    Philalethian. 


RoDELLE  Bates 
"And  so,  smiling,  she  went  on.' 
General.     Lewis  School. 


Irma  Beach 
"Midnight  short  and  revelry 
Gipsy  dance  and  jollity." 
General.     Monroe  School. 
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Muriel  Behring 
'Truth  as  Incinanity  knows  it,' 


Josephine  Beilharz 
"You   may   travel  and   travel   many   a 
mile, 

Ne'er  nvill  you  find  so  ivinsome  a  smile." 
Household  Arts.  Glenwood  School. 
Philalethian,  Alchemist  (Secretary,  '26) 


Mary  Billheimer 
"Courteous,  though  coy,  and  gentle, 
though  retired." 
General.     North  Baltimore,  Ohio. 


Phyllis  E.  Benton 
"Many  small  make  a  great." 
General.     Laingsburg,  Michigan. 
Philalethian. 


Vesta  Benton 
"Good  things  come  in  small  packages.' 
General.     Laingsburg,  Michigan. 


Alberta  Benze 
"She  ceas'd;  hut  left  so  pleasing  on 
their  ear 

Her    voice,    that    list'ning    still    they 
seemed  to  hear." 

Academic.  Fulton  School.  Glee  Club 
(Vice-President,  '24),  Junior  Fasces, 
Senior  Finance  Committee. 


Edythe  Billingslea 
"Magnificent  spectacle  of  human 
happiness." 
General.     Harvard   School. 


Irene  Binzer 
"Studious  to  please,  yet  not  ashamed  to 
fail." 
General.    Fulton  School.    GUe  Club. 
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Frances  Bissell 
"Variety  is  the  spice  of  life." 


WiLMA  Blank 
"And  this   is  life;   to   live,   to   loi'e,  to 
lose." 
General.     Warren  School. 


Mary  Bort 
"There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains 
IVhicli  only  poets  know." 
General.     Warren   School.     Periclean 
(Treasurer,    '26). 


Marjory  Boyers 
'ir/iai  a  nuhirl'wind  is  her  head. 
And  what  a  whirlpool  the  rest  about 
her." 
General. 


Grace  Boynton 
"Her  fingers  s}iame  tlie  ivory  keys, 
'They  dance  so  light  along." 
General.     Harvard  School.     Alchemist. 


Jeannette  Bretherton 
"There  lies  a  deal  of  deviltry  betieath 
the  mild  exterior." 
General.    Monroe  School.    Philalethian. 


Marjorie  Broer 
"Friends  I  have  both  old  and  young." 
General.  Monroe  School.  Philalethian, 
Girls'  Athletic  League  (Senior  Class 
Leader,  '26),  Junior  Social  Committee, 
Senior  Picnic  Committee,  Scottonian 
Board,  '26,  Library  Association,  Senior 
Play. 


Florence  Brown 
".4  lover  of  instruction  is  well 
instructed." 

Academic.      Monroe    School.      Senior 
Friendship  Club. 
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Mary  Margaret  Bunting 
"./  good  lijoman  is  al<u:ays  quiet  rather 
than  talkative." 
General.     Brvan,  Ohio. 


Harriet  A.  Bush 
"Happy  am  I ;  from  care  I'm  free." 
General.     Monroe  School.     Girls' 
Athletic  League. 


Mary  Chase 
"To  see  her  is  to  love  her." 
General.   Fulton  School.   Student  Coun- 
cil, '24,  '25,  '26 ;  Junior  Social  Commit- 
tee, '25,  Thistle  Board,  '26,  Mass  Meet- 
ing Committee   (Chairman,  '26). 


Opal  Cheney 
"Some  credit  in  being  jolly." 
General.     Lincoln  School. 


Maria  W.  Cole 
"Truth  doth  truth  deserve." 
General.       Glenwood     School.       Senior 
Friendship  Club   (Program  Chairman). 


Ethel  Marie  Colegrove 
"More  merry  tears 
The  passion  of  loud  laughter  never 
shed." 

General.  Fulton  School.  Sophomore 
Council  (Mass-Meeting  Committee), 
Junior  Social   Committee. 


Helene  F.  Cosgray 
"The  tis-'o  appeared  like  sisters,  tisiin 
In  features,  form,  and  clothes." 
General.    Fulton   School.    Band,  Junior 
Friendship  Club. 


Maxine  M.  Cosgray 
"Each  'u.'as  the  other's  mirror." 
General.    Fulton   School.    Band,  Junior 
Friendship  Club. 
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Carita  Cosner 
"Dignified  but  not  too  conservati'vc.' 
General.     Mount  Vernon,  Ohio. 
.'Alchemist. 


Jane  Cray 
"Graced  by  those  signs  wJiich  truth 
delights  to  oinn, 

The  timid  blush,  and  mild  submitted 
tone." 
General.     Monroe  School. 


Velma  Crow 
"On  one  she  smiled,  and  he  ivas  blest.' 
General.     Warren  School. 


BuRDEAN  Curry 
"Much  in  little." 

General.  Glenwood  School.  Senior 
Friendship  Club,  Alpha  Sigma  Epsilon 
Dramatic  Club,  Philalethian. 


Frances  Curson 
"Merriment  shone  from  her  eyes." 
General.     Whittier  School.     Glee  Club. 
.Alchemist. 


Phyllis  Damschroder 
"fs  she  not  more  than  painting   can 
express. 

Or  youthful  poets  fancy  ivhen   they 
love '?" 

Academic.  Cherry  School.  Junior  So- 
cial Committee,  Senior  Social  Com- 
mittee. 


Frances  Davies 
"Black  eyes,  luith  a  irondrous,  ivitching 
charm." 
General. 


Eunice  Davis 
"Her  ivays  are  ivays  of  pleasantness." 
General.     Whittier  School. 
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Thelma  Davis 
"Happiness  belongs  to  those  nmho  are 
contented." 
General.     Ravmer   School. 


Louise  Dean 
'Thus  lovely,  thus  adorned,  possessing 
all 

Of  bright  or  fair  that   can  to  'u.-oman 
fall." 
General.     Fulton    School.    Philalethian. 


Elizabeth  Delaplane 
"The  fairest  daugliter  of  the  Seven 
Muses." 

General.  Fulton  School.  Thistle  Board, 
'25;  Scottonian  Board,  '26;  Periclean 
(President,  '26),  Senior  Announcement 
Committee. 


Zeta  Ruth  DeVol 
"ll'liy  iliinkf    By   thinking   one  groivj 
old." 
Academic.     Detroit,  Michigan. 


Dorothy  Dewey 
"//  virtue   is   happiness  she   never  sad 
will  be." 


Alice  Dresser 
"Thus  shines  a  good  maid  in  a 
naughty  ii-orld." 

General.    Fulton  School.    Senior  Friend- 
ship Club,  Periclean. 


Rachel  Dunbar 
"Happy,  as  it  icere,  by  report." 
General.       Glenwood     School.       Senior 
Friendship  CUib,  Girls' Athletic  League. 


Ellen  Dupuis 
"From    mere   existence   into    life,   from 
life  to  intellectual  power." 
General.    Monroe  School.    Philalethian, 
Senior  Fasces,  Librarv  Association. 
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Katherine  G.  Ellis 
"She'll  f/roiv  up  by  and  by." 
General.     Monroe  School.     Girls'  Ath- 
letic League  (Sophomore  Class  Leader), 
Philalcthian   (Recording  Secretary,  '26). 


Ruth  C.  Erler 
"T/ie  envy  of  many,  the  glory  of  one." 
General.    Fulton    School.    Periclean. 


Lenore  Fain 
"Such  joy  ambition  finds." 
Academic.       Fulton      School.       Thistle 
Board    (Associate   Editor,    '26),   Junior 
Fasces,   Senior   Fasces,   Periclean. 


Lillian  E.  Farr 
"/  say  the  world  is  lovely." 
General.    Fort  Wayne,  Ind.    Alchemist, 
Senior  Friendship   Cluh. 


Lucile   Fisher 
"//  is  the  quiet  mind  that  keeps  the 
tumult  of  tlie  nvorld  in  poise." 
General.    Lewis  School. 


Mary  Folger 
"Control  of  self  is  God's  greatest  gift." 
General.    Lewis  School.    Senior  Friend- 
ship   Club     (Secretary,    24;     Chaplain, 
'25),  Periclean,  Alchemist. 


Jean   Forster 
"A  full  ricli  nature,  free  to  trust, 
Truthful,  and  almost  sternly  just." 
Academic.     Fulton    School.     Sophomore 
Council    (Secretary,  '24),  Junior  Coun- 
cil  (Secretary,  '25),  Thistle  Board,  '26; 
Junior    Fasces     (Praetor,    '25),    Senior 
Fasces   (Consul,  '26),  Senior  Announce- 
ment Committee   (Chairman). 


Margaret  Fox 
"There  is  no  pleasure  like  the  pain 
Of  being  loved,  and  loving." 
General. 
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Virginia  Frey 
"She's  just  the  kind  wliose  good  nature 
never  •varies." 

General.  Fulton  School.  Thistle  Board, 
'26;  Senior  Ring  and  Pin  Committee, 
Library  Association  (Secretary,  '26). 


LUELLA   E.   FrITSCHE 


"A   rosebud  set  li'ilh  little  ivilful 

thorns." 

General.     Fu'ton   School.     Glee  Club. 


Opal  Corinme  Garn 
"Reproof  on  her  lip  but  a  smile  in 
her  eye." 

General.     Lincoln   School.     Girls'  Ath- 
letic League    (Vice-President,  '24). 


Gratia  Geer 
"Her  eyes  bore  ever  a  merry  twinkle." 
Academic.      Smead    School.      Junior 
Fasces,  Senior  Fasces. 


Maybelle  Gehrivg 
"Everything  that  is  exquisite  hides 
itself." 

Academic.  Glen^vood  School.  Junior 
Friendship  Club  (Reporter,  '24),  Phila- 
lethian    (Treasurer,  '25). 


Elizabeth  Gessn'ER 
"For  none  ean  express  thee,  though  all 
should  approve  thee." 
Academic.  Fulton  School.  Girls'  Ath- 
letic League  (Sophomore  Class  Leader), 
Junior  Fasces  (Vates,  '25),  Philalethian 
( \'ice-President,  '26). 


Marguerite  Gibbons 
"There  is   a  gift  beyond  the   reach   of 
art,  of  being  eloquently  silent." 
General.     Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania. 


Anna  Goldberg 

"Silence   never  betrays  you." 
General.     Cherrv  School. 
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Alice  Good 
'ff'/iy  don'l  the  men  propose,  Mamaf 


Delephine  Goodes 
"Happiness  belongs  to  those  w/io  are 
contented." 

General.    Cherry  School.    Alpha  Sigma 
Epsilon  Dramatic  Club,   Senior  Play. 


Adelyn  Gordon 
"Knoiv  lii/ien  to  speak  — " 
Household  Arts.     Fulton  School. 


Beatrice  Grover 
"Passions  are  likened  best  to  floods  and 
streams: 

Shalloix;   murmur,    hut    the    deep    are 
dumb." 

General.  McKinley  School.  Senior 
Friendship  Club,  Library  Association, 
Tennis  Club. 


Helen  Hager 
"They  are  nei'er  alone  tliat  are 
accompanied  by  noble  tliouf/hts." 
General.     Monroe   School.      Senior 
Friendship  Club. 


Phyllis  Hallem 
"By  licai'en  she  is  a  dainty  one! 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Mary  Louise  Haxsen 
"And   half   mistrustful   of  Iter  beauty's 
store, 

She  barbs  =u;itli  'Kit  those  darts  too  keen 
before." 

General.    Fulton  School.    Girls'  Athletic 
League. 
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Dorothy  Happ 
"Good    Heavens!     Get    back    into    thy 
cradle." 
Academic. 


Helen  Harrison 
"Too  civil  by  lialf." 
General. 


LUETTA    HARSTE 
"Life  is  a  jcsl,  and  all  things  show  it; 
I  llwuglit  so  once,  but  now  I  know  it." 
General.    McKinley  School.    Home  Ec- 
onomics Club,  Girls'  Athletic  League. 


Mary  Hartman 
"The  passionate  love  0}  Right,  the 
burning  hale  of  JVrong." 
Academic.   Fulton  School.   Alpha  Sigma 
Epsilon     Dramatic     Club,     Glee     Club, 
Senior     Friendship     Club,    Philalethian 
(Censor,  '26). 


Carmen  C.  Hayes 
"Her  step  is  music,  and  her  voice 
is  song." 
General.     Glee  Club. 


Margaret  Hayward 
"The  pure,  the  beautiful,  the  bright 
That  stirred  our  hearts  in  youth." 
General.     Kenton,  Ohio.     Alpha  Sigma 
Epsilon  Dramatic  Club. 


Helen  Hehl 
"Simplicity  is  a  very  rare  thing  in 
our  age." 

General.  McKinlej'  School.  Senior 
Friendship  Club.  Home  Economics 
Club.     Girls'  Athletic  League. 


Mable   Hemmig 
"Do  you  think  a  ivoman's  silence  can 
he  natural?" 
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Louise  Hennting 
"Aijc.  I  do  ahhorc  ilicc; 
Youth,  I  do  adore  tlicc." 
General.     Lincoln   School.     Alchemist. 


Helen  Henry 
"Character  is  a  fortune." 
General.    Lewis  School.    Senior  Friend- 
ship Club. 


Bessie  Horwitz 
"Here's  a  heart  for  every  fate." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Lois  Hueter 
"I'll  warrant  she'll  prove  an  excuse 
for  the  glass." 
General.     Mendota,  Illinois. 


Betty  Idoine 
"Dark  and  shy  yet  strangely  sweet." 
General.     Fulton   School. 


B'ih  Ruth  Inge 

"So  siiiret  a  face,  such  gentle  grace.' 
General.     Auburndale   School. 


Marian  H.  Kahnweiler 
"A  good  woman  is  a  treasure." 
General.     Fulton   School. 


Kathrvn  Kaufman 
"Jn  earnest  maiden,  and  clever,  too." 
General.    Cherry  School.    Senior  Friend- 
ship   Club,    Periclean,    Girls'    Athletic 
League. 
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Mable  Keckelev 
"Hehold  anotlier  singer!" 
General.   Cherry  School.   Senior  Friend- 
ship   Club     (Reporter,    '26),    Periclean 
(\'ice-President,    '26),    Girls'    Athletic 
League. 


Dorothy  Keller 
"The  happiest  laomen,  tike  the  happiest 
yialions,  have  no  history." 
General.  Roosevelt  School.  Philalethlan, 
Library  Association. 


Maxine  Kerkhoff 
"Shakes  her  ambrosial  curls,  and  gives 
thi'  nod, 

The  stamp  of  fate,  and  sanction  of  the 
god." 

General.  Chicago,  Illinois.  Junior 
Council,  Thistle  Board,  '26;  Student 
Council,  '26;  Scottonian  Board,  '26; 
Senior    Social    Committee,    Senior   Play. 


Helen  Elizabeth  Kibbv 
"  Officious,   innocent,  sincere. 
Of  every  friendless  name — a  friend." 
Academic.     Glenuood   School. 


Leitha  C.  Kirkland 
"fro?n  every  blush  l/iat  kindles  in  thy 
cheeks. 

Ten  thousand  tittle  loves  and  graces 
spring." 
General.     Lewis  School. 


Truth  Klinck 
"Evil  news  rides  post,  zvhile  good 
news  wails." 
General.     Monroe  School. 


Sylvia  Kline 
"The  chatter  of  irresponsible  frivolity." 


Alice  Kobacker 
"Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  womanf 
It'hen  I  think,  I  must  speak." 
General.     Monroe  School. 
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Louise  Koss 
"S/ie  was  a  form  of  lifr  and  light." 
General.     Fulton   School. 


I  Rebecca  H.  Lane 

I  "She  seemed  as  happy  as  a  ii^ai'e 

)  Thai  dances  on  the  sea." 

>  General.     Fulton  School. 


Josephine  Laskey 
"Silence  is  deep  as  eternity;  speech  is 
shallotu  as  time." 

Academic.  Glenwood  School.  Senior 
Friendship  Club  (Treasurer,  '25;  Vice- 
President,  '26),  Periclean  (Chaplain, 
'26),  Senior  Fasces,  Librarj' Association. 

Josephine  Laude 
"She  smiled  and  the  shadows  departed." 
General.  Whittier   School. 


Lillian  Lavcock 
"Knowledge  is  power." 
Academic.      Fulton    School.      Alchemist 
(Censor,  '26),  Philalethian. 


Henrietta  Lechner 
"Words  but  direct,  example  must 
allure." 

General.  Brooklyn,  New  York.  Junior 
Friendship  Club  (Social  Service  Chair- 
man, '24). 


Madelyn  B.  Levi 
"She  smiled  and  said  it  didn't  matter." 
Academic.        Fulton      School.        Junior 
Friendship    Club,     Glee     Club,    Junior 
Fasces. 


Irene  L 
".i   woman   is 
capricious. 
General-^  tjtucaljo,  Illinois 
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Charlotte  L.  Mindel 
".]  daughter  of  the  gods,  divinely  tall. 
And  most  divinely  fair." 
General.   Monroe    School.      Senior   An- 
nouncement Committee. 


Erma  Mitchell 
"Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness 
and  all  her  paths  are  peace." 
General.     Fulton   School. 


Margaret  Moon 
"She  is  so  luholesome  and  so  wise." 
Academic.  Glenwood  School.  Periclean. 


Jane  Elizabeth  Moor 
"Heaven  such  grace  did  lend  her 
That  she  might  admired  be." 
Academic.     Fulton  School.     Sophomore 
Council    (Vice-President,   '24),    Student 
Council,    '25;    Senior    Class    (Secretary, 
'26),  Thistle  Board,  '26;  Junior  Fasces, 
Senior  Fasces   (Praetor,  '26). 


Ann  Margaret  Morrison 
"Begone,  dull  care,  thou  and  I  shall 
never  agree." 

Academic.  Fulton  School.  Scottonian 
Board,  '2+,  '25,  '26;  Junior  Fasces, 
Senior  Fasces  (Vates,  '26),  Senior  Pic- 
nic Committee. 


Kathryn  Moules 
"Fashioned  so  slenderly 
Young,  and  so  fair." 
General.    Fulton  School.    Senior  Finance 
Committee. 


Eleanor  Margaret  Mueller 
"tVhat  is  done  wisely,  is  done  well." 
General.     Monroe  School.     Philalethian 
(Reporter,  '26),  Senior  Friendship  Club. 


Annaeelle  Murphy 
"It  is  not  wise  to  be  wiser  than  is 
necessary." 
General. 
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Ruth  M.  Parker 
"The  hand  that  hatli  made  you  fair 
hath  made  you  good." 
General.    Glen%vood   School.    Periclean. 


JAN'E    Peabody 
"He  is  a  fool  iiho  thinks  by  force 
or  skill 

To  turn  the  current  of  a  icoman's  iviil.' 
General. 
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Miriam  Peters 
"Jl'licrc   more   is   meant   tlian   meets 
the  ear." 

General.     Fulton  School.     Philalethian, 
Glee  Club. 


Kathrvn  E.  Petrie 
"Honor  lies  in  honest  toil." 
General.    Gunckel   School.    Philalethian 
(Chaplain,  '26),  Senior  Fasces. 


Hazel  Pettit 
".-/  dancing  Shape,  an  Image  gay, 
To  haunt,  to  startle,  ami  icaytay." 
General.  Lincoln  School.  Girls'  Athletic 
League. 


Jeanneite  Pixtis 
"/  laugh,  and  I  am  quite  right." 
General.     Sherman  School. 


Betty  Pre  as 
"Thou  art  a  delicious  torment." 
General.     Whittier  School.     Glee  Club. 


Margaret  Quimby 
"All  humble  ivorth  she  strove  to  raise.' 
Academic.     Fulton  School. 


Patty  Raab 
"She  is  pretty  to  walk  with,  and  witty 
to  talk  with. 

And  pleasant,  too,  to  think  on." 
General.     Monroe  School. 


Bernice  Reed 
"A  light  heart  lives  long." 
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Helen'  Jane  Reed 
"To  loi'e  and  to  be  wise  is  impossible." 
Academic.     Alchemist.     Philalethian. 


Elizabeth  Reinhart 
"Her  thouglits  are  like  a  flock  of 
butterflies." 
General.     Glenwood  School. 


Dorothy  Remmert 
"She's  a   highly   energetic,   magnetic, 
and  athletic  kind  of  a  girl." 
Household  Arts.   Sherman  School.  Girls' 
Athletic  League  (Secretary,  '24;  Treas- 
urer, '25;  President,  '26). 


Elizabeth  Repasz 
"The  joy  of  youtli  and  health  her  eyes 
displayed 

And  ease  of  heart  her  every   look 
conveyed." 

Academic,  Glenwood  School.  Periclean, 
Senior  Fasces,  Alpha  Sigma  Epsilon 
Dramatic  Club,  Senior  Friendship  Club 
(Treasurer,  '26). 


Alice  Richards 
"Slie  will  outstrip  all  praise, 
.Ind  make  it  halt  behind  her." 
General.     Glenwood    School.    Periclean 
(Censor,  '26 


Violet  Richardson 
"The  thing  that  goes  farthest  toivards 
making  life  icorth  'while. 
That  costs  the  least,  and  docs  the  most, 
is  just  a  pleasajtt  smile." 
General.       McKinlev     School.       Junior 
Friendship   Club,   Glee  Club. 


Dorothy  Harriet  Riess 
".i  simple  jnaid  and  proper,  too." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Sara  L.  Rinehart 
"/  confess  nothing,  I  deny  nothing.' 
General.     Tniopolis,  Ohio. 


y'\^ 


[58 


59 


Ellenore  Schroeder 
A  sivret,  airaclwe  kind  of  grace." 
General.     Cherry  School. 


Frances  Marie  Schultz 
"Fain  hopes,  •vain  aims,  inordinate 
desires." 

General.     Edwardsburg,   Mich.    Senior 
Friendship  Club. 


Kathryn  Schwab 
"IFitli  dreamful  eyes 
My  spirit  lies 

Under  the  walls  of  Paradise." 
General.     Fulton  School.     Philalethian. 


Mildred  Schwyn 
" .4nd  young  as  beautiful  and  beautiful 
as  sweet." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Elsie  M.  Sebastian 
"Daring,  but  not  a  bit  dangerous." 
General.    Glenwood  School.    Home  Ec- 
onomics Club    (Reporter,  '26). 


Florence  M.  Senn 
"Maji  has  his  <will, — but  woman  has 
her  way." 
General.     Lincoln  School. 


Dorothy  Severin 
"Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite." 
General.       Glenuood     School.       Girls' 
Athletic  League. 


Eileen  Marie  Shafer 
"Full  of  siveet  indifference." 
General.       Hicksville,     Ohio.        Senior 
Fasces. 


i 


I 


¥ 


i 


60 


Emily-  Shaw 
"Uer  air,  her  manners,  all  ixho  saw 
admire." 

General.    Lincoln  School.    Alpha  Sigma 
Epsilon  Dramatic  Club. 

Leila  Shepler 
"She  is  a  ivinsome  ivee  tiling." 
Household  Arts.    Lincoln  School.    Senior 
Friendship   Club,  Philalethian. 


Esther  Shidell 
"She  smiled  on  many  just  for  fun." 
Household   Arts.     Jefferson  School. 

Evangeline  Siefke 
"All  things  I  thought  I  knew;  but  noiv 
confess 

The  more  I  know  I  know,  I  know  the 
less." 

General.    Lewis  School.    Senior  Friend- 
ship Club. 

Margaret  Stark 
"She's  all  my  fancy  painted  her; 
She's  lovely;  she's  divine." 
General.     Fulton   School.     Philalethian 
(President,  '26),  Alchemist  (Vice-Presi- 
dent,  '26),  Alpha   Sigma   Epsilon   Dra- 
matic Club,  Senior  Ring  and  Pin  Com- 
mittee. 

Helen  Starkweather 
"What  she  wills  to  do  or  say 
Seems  wisest,  discreetest,  best." 
General.    Roosevelt  School.    Senior  Ring 
and   Pin   Committee. 


Stella   Stein 
"And  her  modest  answer  and  graceful 
air 

Show   her  wise   and  good   and   she    is 
fair." 
General.     Fulton      School.     Periclean. 


Audrey  J.  Steiner 
"Forward  and  frolic  glee  was  there 
The  will  to  do,  the  soul  to  dare." 
General.     Lincoln    School.     Alchemist, 
Glee   Club,   Tennis    (Girls'   Instructor, 

'2S,    '26). 
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Evelyn  Steinmetz 
"Faith!  She  must  make  her  stories 
shorter 

Or  change  her  comrades  once  a 
quarter." 

Academic.    Lima,  Ohio.    Senior  Friend- 
ship Club. 


Martha  L.  Taylor 
"/  am  wealthy  in  my  friends." 
General.     Lewis  School.     Senior  Fasces, 
Periclean   (Recording  Secretary,  '26). 


Helen  Tenney' 
"/  chatter,  chatter  as  I  go." 
Academic.      Monroe    School.      Library 
A-iSociation,     Girls'     Athletic     League, 
Orchestra. 


Martha  Tom 
"Manners  must  adorn  hnovjledgc." 
Academic.       Fulton      School.        Senior 
Friendship      Club      (Sergeant-at-Arms, 
'24;  Program  Chairman,  '25;  President, 
'26),  Periclean. 


Luella  Torrence 
"Loi'c  me  little,  love  me  long." 
General.     Buffalo,  N.  Y.     Philalethian. 


Jane   Trost 
"Speech  is  great,  hut  silence  is  greater." 
General.     Fulton  School.     Philalethian. 


Esther  May  Turner 
"JFhen  slie  had  passed,  it  seemed  like 
the  ceasing  of  exquisite  music." 
General.     South  Bend,  Indiana. 


Margaret  Van  Ness 
"O,  sir!  I  must  not  tell  my  age 
They  say  ivomen  and  music  should 
never  he  dated." 

General.      Monroe    School.      Periclean 
(Corresponding  Secretary,  '25). 
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Helen  Walker 
"Maybe  to  mean  yes  and  say  no 
Comes   naturally  to  ix'otnen." 
General.       Sraead     School.       Orchestra, 
Band    (President,  '23),  Philalethian. 


Eileen  Walper 
"They  love  her  most  zvho  knoiv  her 
best." 

General.  Cherry  School.  Alchemist 
(Treasurer,  '26),  Scottonian  Board, 
'26;  Thistle  Board  (Accountant,  '26); 
Vice-President  Junior  Class,  '25  ;  Vice- 
President  Senior  Class,  '26. 


Jeanette  Weber 
"Our  deeds  determine  us,   as   much 
<we  determine  our  deeds." 
Academic.     Lagrange  School. 


Carolyne  Weismantel 
"By  diligence  she  ivitis  her  tray." 
Academic.     Gunckel  School. 


Lillian  Welker 
"Vp!  Up!  My  friend,  and  quit  your 
book." 
Academic.     Cherry  School. 


Beatrix  Willets 
"Your  heart's  desire  be  ivith  you." 
General.     Auburndale   School.     Senior 
Friendship. 


Amaryllis  Williamson 
"/  have  immortal  longings  in  me." 
General.     Monroe  School. 


Mary  Witmer 
"Thought  is  deeper  than  all  speech." 
General.     McKinlev  School. 
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Henry  M.  Applegate 
"Then  on!    Then  on!    Where  duty 
leads  my  course  be  onward  still." 
General.    Glemvood  School.    Treasurer, 
Senior    Class,    '26;     Treasurer,    Junior 
Class,  '25;  Treasurer,  Sophomore  Class, 
'24;     Scottonian     Board,     '25;     Thistle 
Board,  '24,   '26    (Advertising  Manager, 
'26)  ;    Finance    Committee    (Chairman, 
'26),  Senior  Play   (Business  Manager). 


Franklin  Babcock 
"/  profess  not  talking:  only  this 
Let  eacli  man  do  his  best." 
General. 


Dorman  Bachelor 
"IFork,  and  the  world  luorks  with  you.' 


John  Hamilton  Bailey 
"It  is  bliss  to  be  alive,  and  to  be  younij 
is  -very  Iieaven." 

General.       Lincoln     School.       Webster 
(Vice-President,  '26),  Radio  Club. 


Sloane  Redman  Barbour 
"lie  takes  the  strangest  liberties — 
But  never  takes  his  leave!" 


General.     Cleveland,  Ohio. 


Frank  Bettridce 
"They  lack,  I  have;  they  pine,  I  live.' 
General. 


Leslie  Bigelow 
"0,  what  a  noble  mind  was  here 
o'ertlirown." 

Academic.       Monroe    School.      Lincoln 
Debating  Society,   Demosthenian. 


Raymond  Biggs 
"tVhat  men  have  done  can  still  he  done 
.Ind  shall  be  done  today." 
General.     Glenwood   School. 


^ 
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Norman  E.  Bischoff 
"There  was  a  laugliing  de'vil  in  his 


sneer: 
General. 


Ferris   School. 


Boxi  Bloom 
"Youtiff  men  think  old  men  are  fools; 
but  old  men  knoiv  young  men  are  fools." 
General.     Pasadena,  California. 


Herbert  Harold  Blumberg 
"Tlie   world  will   rotate   backwards    if 
I  say  so." 

General.  Fulton  School.  Scottonian 
Board,  '25,  '26;  Senior  Ring  and  Pin 
Committee,  Webster. 


John  W.  Blyth 
"Of  science  and  logic  he  chatters 
.-is  fine  and  as  fast  as  he  can." 
Academic.    Minneapolis,   Minn.    Senior 
Fasces  (Consul,  '26),  Senior  Hi-Y  (Ex- 
ecutive Committee,  '26). 

Charles  A.  Bohnengel 
"Tor  he  was  studious — of  his  ease." 
General.       Warren     School.      Webster. 
Lincoln    Debating    Society,    Band    (As- 
sistant Business  Manager,  '2+,  '25,  '26). 

Robert  N.  Brackett 
"Comparisons  are  odious." 
General.      Glenwood    School.      Track, 
'22,  '23,  '34. 

George  Bradley 
"He  adorned  whatever  subject  he  either 
spoke  or  wrote  upon  by  the  most  splen- 
did eloquence." 

General.  Fulton  School.  Lincoln  De- 
bating Society  (Secretary,  '2+),  Demos- 
thenian  (President,  '25,  Secretary,  '26), 
Debating  Team,  '26;  Thistle  Board, 
'26  ;  Scottonian  Board,  '26  ;  Senior  Play. 

Frederic  Brown 
"Bad  language  or  abuse 
I  never,  never  use." 
General.     Alchemist,  Glee  Club   (Stage 
Manager,  '26). 
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John    H.   Bryce 
"Noiu'liere  so  busy  a  man  as  lie 
there  luas. 

And  yet  he  seemed  busier  than  lie  'was." 
Industrial  Arts.  Glenwood  School. 
Senior  Hi-V  (Treasurer,  '26),  Webster, 
Euclidean  (Reporter,  '26),  Senior  Ring 
and  Pin  Committee,  Thistle  Board,  '26, 
Radio  Club. 

Dan  Camp 
"That  I  might  all  forget  the  human 
race, 

And  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her." 
General.     Fulton   School.     Webster. 

Charles  Vaughx  Carroll 
"Defend  me  from  my  friends;  I  can 
defend  myself  from  my  enemies." 
General.     East  Side  Central  School. 

Frakklin  M.  Clark 
"Full  'Well  they  laugh,  'with  counter- 
feited glee 

At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke 
had  he." 
General.     Fulton   School. 

Alfred  S.  Cohn 
"The  'wisest  man  the  'world  e'er  sa'w." 
General.    Fulton  School.    Demosthenian 
(Censor,   '26),   Debating  Team    (Man- 
ager, '26). 

D.  Robert  Colegrove 
"/  am  not  in  the  role  of  common  men." 
General.  Fulton  School.  Demosthenian, 
Thistle  Board,  '24,  '26 ;  Scottonian 
Board,  '25;  Junior  Social  Committee 
(Chairman,  '25),  Senior  Social  Com- 
mittee (Chairman,  '26),  Junior  Coun- 
cil, '25;  Track  Manager,  '25;  Debating 
Team,  '26 ;   Senior  Play. 

Ralph  R.  Coolev 
"E.xceedingly  u-ell  read." 
Academic.     Lincoln  School.     Euclidean, 
Radio  Club. 
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Francis  W.  Decker 
"He  'u.as  the  mildest  manner'd  man." 
Academic.     Glenwood  School. 

Walier  Edward  Dence 
"I  luoke  one  morning  and  found  myself 
famous." 

Academic.  Auburndale  School.  Web- 
ster, Senior  Hi-Y,  Thistle  Board,  '26. 

Howard  DeVilbiss 
"//  she  undervalue  me, 
What  care  I  ho<w  fair  site  be." 
General.      Glenwood    School.      Student 
Council,  '23,  '24,  '25  ;  Sophomore  Coun- 
cil,   '24;    Junior    Council,    '25;    Senior 
Finance  Committee. 

James  R.  Dixox 
"Who  that  ixell  his  work  beginneth 
The  rather  a  good  end  he  ivinneth." 
General.      Lewis     School.      Euclidean, 
Alchemist. 

Henry  Doder 
"Every  man  for  himself." 
General.      Glenwood    School.      Senior 
Hi-Y,  Alchemist. 

Dale  Frederick  Dohn 
"Noble  by  birth,  yet  nobler  by  great 
deeds." 

General.  Fulton  School.  President, 
Senior  Class;  Student  Council,  '25,  26; 
Mass  Meeting  Committee  (Chairman, 
'25),  Thistle  Board,  '25;  Scottonian 
Board  (Associate  Editor,  '26)  ;  Junior 
Fasces,  '25 ;  Library  Association,  Senior 
Play. 

James  L.  Dow 
"He  most  lives 

Who  thinks  most,  feels  the  noblest,  acts 
the  best." 

General.  Warren  School.  Football 
Varsitj',  '21,  '22,  '23;  Athletic  Associa- 
tion  (Vice-President,  '23). 

Herbert  K.  Dreyer 
"With  volleys  of  eternal  babble." 
General.      Trilby,    Ohio.      Glee    Club, 
Cheer  Leader,  '26. 
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F.  Egerton  Eaton 
"//  you  ivisli  in  iliis  world  to  ad^'a^ce, 
Your  merits  you're  bound  to  enhance." 
Industrial  Arts.  Lewis  School.  Radio 
Club    (Vice-President,  '25). 

Harold  W.  Eberle 
"A  /luman  brain  can  only  stand  so 
much." 
General.    Lewis  School. 

John  Bradbury  Eberth 
"The  secret  consciousness  of  duty  well 
performed." 

Academic.  Fulton  School.  Radio  Club 
(President,  '24;  Treasurer,  '25;  Re- 
porter, '26),  Alchemist,  Junior  Fasces 
(Quaestor,  '25),  Student  Council,  '26; 
Mass  Meeting  Committee,  '26;  Scotton- 
ian  Board,  '25 ;  Editor-in-Chief  of 
Scottonian,  '26. 

WiLLARD    B.    EdSON 
"The  queerest  chap,  the  greatest  rogue 
Js  ever  you  did  see." 
General.     Glenwood   School. 

Arthur  C.  G.  Ehlert 
"//  would  be  argument  jor  a  'week, 
laughter  jor  a  month,  and  a  good  jest 
for  ever." 
General.     Lincoln  School. 

Raymond  Howard  Ells 
"He  was  a  fiddler  and  therefore  a 
rogue." 

Academic.  Delta,  Ohio.  Band  (Ad- 
vertising Manager,   '26). 

Milton  Morris  Epstein 
"His  life:  private,  unactive,  calm, 
contemplative." 
General.     Monroe   School. 

Charles  Faber 
"//(•  reads  much; 
He  is  a  great  observer." 
Academic.  Fulton  School.  Demosthenian 
(Reporter,    '26),    Euclidean    (Secretary, 
'26),    Senior    Fasces;    President,   Junior 
Class,  '25  ;  Senior  Hi-Y,  Thistle  Board, 
'26:    Senior    Announcement   Committee. 
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Crawford  L.  Felker 
"To  those  who  know  tluc  not  no  words 
can  paint." 

Academic.  Warren  School.  Football 
Varsity,  '24;  Track  Varsity,  '24,  '25; 
Senior  Hi-Y. 


Robert  Fetters 
"We  do  not  what  wc  ought." 
General. 


John  Farley  Foster 
"To  know  a  thing  is  nothing,  unless 
others  know  you  know  it." 
Academic.     Monroe   School. 


Russell  Frantz 
"I'm  sure  he's  a  talented  man." 
General.     Youngstown,  Ohio.     Basket- 
ball Varsity,  '26. 


J.  Clark  Freed 
"Backward,  turn  backward,  O  Time 
in  your  flight." 
General. 


Murray  Friedman 
"And  when  a  lady's  in  tlic  case, 
You  know  all  other  things  give  place." 
Academic.     Fulton   School. 


Frederick  Froehlich 
"Strange  to  the  world,  he  wore  a 
bashful  look." 

General.    Glcnwood  School.   Radio  Cluh 
(President,  '26). 


Sprague  Gardiner 
"IVith  graceful  steps  he  strides  the 
street 

And  smiles  on  all  the  ladies  sweet." 
Academic.  Fulton  School.  Junior  Fasces. 
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John  Gelzer 
"0  loi'ef  Has  she  done  this  to  thee? 
U'hat  shall,  alas!  become  of  me?" 
General.      Glenwood    School.      Thistle 
Board,  '26;  Scottonian  Board,  '26. 


Frederick  W.  Gilchrist 
"Thou  ii^ho  hast 
The  fatal  fj'ift  of  beauty." 
General.     Lewis    School.      Senior   Ring 
and    Pin    Committee    (Chairman,    '26), 
Senior  Hi-Y,  Webster   (President,  '26), 
Euclidean    (Treasurer,   '26),   Scottonian 
Board,  '26. 


Ken  GiLLRTi 
"Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us — ." 
Academic.  Lewis  School.  Euclidean 
(\'ice-President,  '26),  Radio  Club, 
Thistle  Board,  '26;  Senior  Hi-Y, 
Webster. 


Henry  Green 
"Our  revels  noiv  are  ended.' 
General. 


Sidney  Philip  Green 
"His  oi^n  opinion  lAias  his  law." 
General.       Fulton     School.       Orchestr 
Euclidean. 


William  E.  Grover 
.Ind  puts  himself  upon  his  good 


behavioi 

." 

General. 

R. 

HUBER 

Hamman 

"This  is 

my 

luorld!' 

General. 

Auburnd 

ale    School. 

Leader, 

2+. 

Cheer 


J.  KiRTLAND  HarSCH 

"Thou  canst  not  touch  the  freedom  of 
my  mind." 

Academic.  Lewis  School.  Thistle  Board, 
'25,  Editor-in-Chief,  '26;  Senior  Hi-Y 
(Secretary,  '26),  Demosthenian,  Lincoln 
Debating  Society  (Reporter,  '25). 
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Cornell  Havden 
"His  little,  nameless,  unrememhered 
acts 

Of  kindness  and  of  love." 
General.     Monroe  School. 


Beryl   Heffelbower 
"Hopeful,  ever  liopeful." 
General.     Glenwood  School. 


Lawrence  Irving  Hill 
"For  brevity  is  very  good 
Where  voe  are,  or  are  not  understood.' 
General.     Fulton   School. 


Richard  M.  Hindman 
"My  mind  to  me  a  kint/dom  is; 
Such  perfect  joy  therein  I  find." 
General.     Lincoln  School.     Alchemist. 


Mason  Holt 
"It  doesn't  take  a  man  of  giant  mould 
to  make 

A  giant  shadow  on  the  wall." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


John  Charlesworth  Hone 
"He  never  flunked  and  he  never  lied — 
I  reckon  he  never  knevo  Jiow." 
Academic.     Fulton  School.    Radio  Club 
(Treasurer,  '24;  President,  '25;  Censor, 
'26),  Scottonian  Board,  '26;  Webster. 


Frank  Hughes 
"Klndn'ss  in  ivomen,  not  t/ieir 
beauteous  looks, 
Shall  'win  my  love." 
General.     Flint,  Michigan. 


John  D.  Huncarland 
"The  great  end  of  life  is  not 
knowledge,  hut  action." 
General.   Monroe  School.   Demosthenian 
(President,  '26). 
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John  Inman 
"The  iL'orld  kno'ws  nothing  of  its 
(ircatcst  men." 
General.     Cherrv  School.     Webster. 


Edwin  Janney 
"A  prodigy  of  learning." 
General.     Dundee,  Michigan. 


Harold  E.  Jones 
"//  /  can't  pay,  wliy  I  can  owe." 
General.  Leivis  School.  Orchestra  (Vice- 
President,  '22),  Webster,  Football  Var- 
sity, '24. 

Sam  N.  Jordan 
".-/  little  knowledge  is  a  dangerous 
thing." 

General.  Roosevelt  School.  Lincoln 
Debating  Society  (President,  '25),  De- 
mosthenian  (Censor,  '24;  Treasurer, 
'25),   Senior  Hi-Y. 


Fred  M.  Joseph 
"Not  to  know  me  argues  yourselves 
unknown." 

Academic.  Akron,  Ohio.  Track  Var- 
sity, '22  (Captain,  '23,  '24),  Football 
Varsity,  '24,  '25. 

Ellis  W.  Kelly 
"Unthinking,  idle,  wild,  and  young. 
I   laugh'd,  and  danc'd,  and   talk'd, 
and  sung." 
General.      Temperance,   Michigan. 


Robert  Kelly 
"/  ha've  taken  all  knowledge  to  be 
my  province." 

Academic.  Cherry  School.  Athletic 
Association  (President,  '26),  Senior 
Fasces  (Praetor,  '26),  Band  (President, 
'24),  Senior  Hi-Y  (Vice-President,  '26), 
Webster  (Censor,  '26),  Euclidean, 
Scottonian  Board,  '26. 


Jack  Kemper 
"There's  such  a  charm  in  melancholy. 
.'\cademic.     Fulton  School. 


[/4] 


jr^^.-W'^rriP  ij^-T^^-rr"- '- j?u  o  T""^' 


Carlyle  N.  Kime 
"His  spcccli  is  a  burning  fire." 
General.  Monroe  School.  Demosthenian. 


Frank  Koppes 
"IVe  arc  faulty;  why  nolf — IFc  have 
time  in  store." 
General.     Auburndale  School. 


Robert  F.  Krause 
"My  croixn  is  called  content,  a  croit-'n 
it  is  that  seldom  kings  enjoy." 
General.     Cleveland,  Ohio.    Alchemist. 


Frederic  Woodman  Laxe 
"To  study  is  to  suffer." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Carl  Leibovitz 
"Great  lies  the  future  before  me." 
Academic.     Sherman  School.    Band. 


Stanley  Lemke 
"Knoivtedgc  is  proud  that  he  has 
learn'd  so  much." 

General.      Gunckel    School.      Webster, 
Euclidean,  Alchemist. 


Norman  Levey 
"  'Tis  good  to  be  merry  and  ivisc." 
Academic.     Fulton   School.     Alchemist, 
Thistle    Board,    '25;    Scottonian    Board, 
(Business  Manager,  '26). 


Kenneth  Lindersmith 
"Life  is  a  game  of  football — ivith 
lime  out  for  dating." 
General.    Lincoln  School.    Football  Var- 
sity, '2a.;  Library  Association   (Board  of 
Directors,   '26),   Senior   Social   Commit- 
tee, Senior  Hi-Y. 
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Harold  M.  B.  Lineback 
"Capacity  for  joy 
Admits  temptation." 
General.     Auburndale  School. 


MvRON  Arms  Lomasney 
"Stately  and  tall  lie  moves  in  the  hall." 
Academic.  Youngstown,  Ohio.  Senior 
Fasces  (Censor,  '26),  Library  Associa- 
tion (Board  of  Directors,  '26),  Senior 
Hi-Y. 


Willard  E.  Lowry 
"None  but  himself  can  be  his  parallel." 
Academic.     Cherry  School.     Senior  Hi- 
Y,  Senior  Finance  Committee,  Webster, 
Euclidean. 


William  Lucas 
"The  right  man  to  fill  the  right  place." 
Academic.     Fulton   School.     Euclidean 
(President,  '26),  Webster,  Senior  Fasces. 


Edgar  Folwell  Lutz 
"Young  fellows  will  be  young  fello<ws." 
General.     Lewis  School.    Radio  Club. 


Bertram  McBain 
"Youth  is  wholly  experimental." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Glenn  E.  McCann 
"He  is  a  little  chimney  and  heated  hot 
in  a  moment." 
General.    Washington  School. 


William  McCaw 
"  'Tis  not  what  man  does  which  exalts 
him,  but  luhat  man  wiould  do." 
Glenwood  School.   Band  (President, '26) 
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William  McIlwain 
"/  can't  sing.     I  am  saddest  ic/u-n  I 
sing." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Clifford  W.  MacCoy 
"A  combination — das/i  and  dignity." 
General.     Lewis    School. 


Joseph  Mackiewicz 
"Forbear  to  judge  for  nve  are 
sinners  all." 
Academic.     Parkland  School. 


Lawrence  \.  Maine 
"Deeds  are  better  things  than  'words  arc. 
Actions  mightier  than  boastings." 
General.    Fulton   School.    Demosthenian 
(Treasurer,    '26),    Librarj'    Association 
(Executive  Board,  '26). 


Douglas  Marshall 
"Born  for  success  he  seemed. 
With  grace  to  luin,  •with  heart  to  hold." 
General.    Auburndale   School.    Football 
Varsity,  '25. 


Edward  W.  Mauk 
"One  cannot  kno'w  everything." 
Academic.  Fulton  School.  Thistle  Board, 
'24,  '25,  '26. 


Howard  L.  Meredith 
"Behind  a  fro'wning  providence 
He  hides  a  shining  face." 
General.     Akron,  Ohio.     Band. 


Ralph  Merickel 
"/  'Won  a  noble  fame." 
General.  Spring  School.  Student  Council 
(Vice-President,  '25;  President,  '26); 
Baseball  Varsity,  '24;  Football  Varsity, 
'23,  24;  Basketball  (Captain,  '23); 
Lightweight  Football  Coach,  '25. 
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Gilbert  Meyer 
"IV hat  care  I  lulien  I  can  lie  and  rest, 
Kill  time  and  take  life  at  its  very  best." 
General.    Monroe  School.    Football  Var- 
sity, '25  ;   Swimming  Team,  '2+. 


Howard  Miller 
"/  'sped  I  growed." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


JOHx  Moore 
"A  pale  martyr  in    his  shirt  of  fire." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Henry  L.  Morse 
"/  ain  very  fond  of  the  company  of 


ladies." 
General, 


St.  Mary's  School. 


John  B.  Nettleman 
"//  /  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild, 
forgive  me." 
General.     Monroe  School. 


George  Neukom 
" .i  man's  heart  de-viseth  his  ivay." 
General.    Cherry  School.   Thistle  Board, 
'26;  Demosthenian,  Senior  Play. 


Frank  Niewiadomski 
"Out  of  sight,  out  of  mind." 
Industrial  Arts.     St.   Hedwig's  School. 


Wilfred  Orwig 
".-lias,  the  love  of  ivomcn/   It  is  kno'uin 
To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing." 
General.   Monroe  School.    Senior  Hi-Y, 
Football   Varsity,   '25 ;    Basketball   Var- 
sity, '24,  '25    (Captain,  '26). 
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Allen  Owen 
"There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys.' 
A  good  time  coming." 
Academic.  Fulton  School.  Thi^tle  Board, 
'25,  '26;  Junior  Council,  '25. 


George  Patterson 
"0  ii:hat  a  tangled  tveb  lue  nxieafe 
H'lien  first  ive  practice  to  deceive." 
General.     Glenwood  School. 


Edwin  A.  Peck 
"H'/io  dares  greatly,  does  greatly." 
Acadennic.   Lincoln  School.   Radio  Club. 


Carroll  L.  Peitv 
"0  cruel  fate,  quenching  the  dreams 
iif  love." 
General.     Cherry  School. 


WiLLARD   POAST 
"Small  sliovj  of  man  ivas  yet  upon 
his  chin." 


Franklin  E.  Quale 
"He  believes  in  love  at  first  sight 
But  believes  in  taking  another  look." 
Academic.    Fulton  School.    Senior  Social 
Committee,     Thistle    Board,     '25,     '26; 
Scottonian   Board,    '26;    Junior    Fasces; 
Sophomore  Council,  '24. 


P.  F.  H.  Reichert 
"/  in'ould  rather  be  right  than  be 
President." 
General.     Sherman   School. 


Robert  M.  Rex 
"Lord  of  himself, — that  heritage 
of  ivoe." 
General.     Glenwood   School. 
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Frederick  Riebel  III 
"/  have  met  the  enemy  and  he  is  mine!" 
General. 

Frederick  Ritter 
".Ind  say  to  all  the  world, — 
This  is  a  man!" 

General.  Greenville,  Pa.  Football  Var- 
sity, '25  ;  Captain  Lightweight  Baskef- 
ball,  '24;  Basketball  Varsity,  '25;  Var- 
sity Baseball,  '24,  '25;  Senior  Hi-Y 
(Secretary,  '25). 

Edward  J.  RoBare 
"His  smile  is  sweetened  by  his  gravity." 
Academic.  Ann  Arbor,  Mich.  Football 
Varsity,  '25 ;  Sergeant-at-Arms,  Senior 
Class;  Senior  Hi-Y,  Sigma  Alpha 
Epsilon  Dramatic  Club  (Chairman, 
Executive  Committee,  '26),  Scottonian 
Board,  '26. 

Wellington  F.  Roemer 
"He  had  a  head  to  contrive,  a  tongue 
to  persuade,  and  a  hand  to  execute  any 
mischief," 

Academic.  Glen^vood  School.  Webster, 
Senior  Hi-Y,  Lincoln  Debating  Society, 
Band. 

Donald  Romer 
"Let  thy  speech  be  better  than  silence, 
or  be  silent." 
General.     Whittier   School. 

Kenneth  Ruhl 
"Destiny  hath  much  for  him." 
Academic.     Monroe   School.     Webster, 
Euclidean. 

Irving  Sack 
"irdl  executed  duty  brings  well 
merited  fame." 

General.  Sherman  School.  Football 
Varsity,  '23,  '24  (Captain,  '25)  ;  Basket- 
ball Varsity,  '23,  '24,  '25;  Baseball 
Varsity,  '24. 

Edgar  A.  Sanders 
"He  is  as  full  of  valor  as  of  kindness." 
General.  Voungstown,  Ohio.  Senior 
Hi-Y  (Treasurer,  '25;  President,  '26); 
Football  Varsity,  '25;  Basketball  Var- 
sity, '26  ;   Dcmosthenian,  Junior  Fascei. 
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Raymond   Scharer 
"  'Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name 
in  print." 
General. 


Wayne   Sellick 
"//  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  sport  'would  be  as  tedious  as  to 
xvork." 
General.     Cherry  School. 


Donald   Sharpe 
"Thy  face  bears  a  command  in  it." 
General.   Wayne  School.   Football  Var- 
sity, '25  ;  Track  Varsity,  '26. 


Carolus  Sheffield 
"Your  face,  my  Thane,  is  as  a  book, 
vihere  men  may  read  strange  matters." 
General.  Fulton  School.  Demosthenian 
(Vice-President,,  '26),  Senior  Hi-Y 
Lincoln  Debating  Society. 


Roman  Skurzyn 
"Nothing  is  impossible  to  a  billing 
heart." 
Industrial  Arts.     Spring  School. 


George  Smith,  Jr. 
"Let  those  ivho  can,  describe  the 
undescribable." 

General.  Lincoln  School.  Demosthenian 
Alchemist. 
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Vern   Smith 
"IFIiatcvcr  is,  is  right." 
General.     Woodward  Junior  High. 


WiLLARD    AlBON    SmITH 
"The  smith  a  mighty  man  ivas  he." 
Academic.      Fulton    School.      Orchestra 
(Treasurer,  '25;  President  and  Concert 
Master,    '26),   Junior    Fasces,    '25;    Eu- 
clidean. 


Elmer  Sperry 
"Fain  ivould  I  climb,  yet  fear  I  to  fall." 
General.     Lincoln   School.     Euclidean, 
Webster. 


F.  Stuart  D.  Stead 
"It's  iviscr  being  good  than  bad; 
It's  safer  being  meek  than  fierce." 
General.    London,  England.    Senior  Hi- 
Y,  Webster  (Secretary, '26),  Radio  Club 
(Secretary,  '26). 


Richard  Stophlet 
"-■/  town  that  boasts  inhabitants  like  me 
Can  liave  no  lack  of  good  society." 
General.      Fulton    School.      Glee    Cluh 
(Stage  Manager,   '2+). 


Donald  D.  Swan 
"For  every  luhy  lie  had  a  luherejore." 
General.       Lincoln     School.       Webster 
(Treasurer,  '26),  Euclidean,  Alchemist. 


Robert  Swartzbaugh 
"There  tiever  was  so  wise  a  man  before; 
He  seemed  to  be  incarnate  'I  told 
you  so,'" 


Dixon  Sweeney 
"Oh,  tell  me  I  am  a  man!" 
General.     Lewis    School.     Euclidean. 
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Arthur  E.  Sweet 
"A  little  bit  of  knowledge  plus  a  large 
amount   of   bluff." 

General.      Warren     School.      Webster, 
Euclidean,    Alchemist    (President,    '26). 


James  Harold  Taber 
"He  is  gentle  that  doth  gentle  deeds." 
General.     Glenwood  School. 


Irwin  Thal 
"The  better  part  of  valor  is  discretion." 
Academic.     Lincoln  School.     Scottonian 
Board,  '26. 


Martin  Tisdale 
"Great  is  the  comfort  of  self- 
satisfaction." 

General.     Library   Association 
(President,  '26). 


Jerome  Travis 
"Facile  ivith  phrase  of  length  and 
lativity 

Like  lionorificablitudinity." 
General.     Woodward   Junior   High. 
Debating  Team,  '26. 


Stanford  L.  Trel'haft 
"Pleased  with  a  rattle,  tickled  Willi 
a  strain." 
General.    Fulton  School.    Demosthenian. 


R.  Kenneth  Turner 
"/,  thus  neglecting  worldly  ends,  all 
dedicated 

To  closeness  and  the  bettering  of 
my  mind." 
Academic.  Fulton  School.  Junior  Fasces. 


Kenneth  Lysle  Vnderhill 
"IVere  you  seeking  Perfection? 
1  am  he." 
General.     Metamora,  Ohio.    Band. 
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WlI.BERT  WACKER 

"Creation's   heir,  the  world,  the  <world 
IS  tninef" 

General.    Fulton  School.    Band   (Libra- 
rian, '25). 


Harold   Waltz 
"Tlic  hriglit  black  eye, 
the  melting  blue, — 
/  cannot  choose  betiueen  the  tvio." 
General.     Fulton  School. 


Carroll  Warmincton 
"A  Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a 
good  boy." 

Academic.  Glenwood  School.  Orchestra 
(President,  '25;  Assistant  Business 
Manager,  '26),  Band. 


Charles  A.  Wertz 
"For  nozi-  he  lives  in  fame." 
General.  Trilby,  Ohio.  Senior  Hi-Y 
( ^'ice-President,  '24),  Demosthenian, 
Football  Varsity,  '2+;  Basketball  Var- 
sity, '24;  Track  Varsity,  '24;  Baseball 
\'arsity,  '24. 


Bob   White 
"/  Jiave  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  fair  ladies." 
General.      Senior    Finance    Committee, 
Library  Association  (Executive  Board). 


Bex  Williams 
"Jf'Jiile  you  live,  tell  truth  and  shame 
the  devil." 

General.     Fulton   School.     Lincoln  De- 
bating Societv. 


Robert  Witker 
"So  ire'll  go  no  more  a-roving 
So  late  into  the  night." 
General.     Demosthenian,   Scottonian 
Board,  '26;   Senior  Ring  and  Pin 
Committee. 


Arthur  Woleben 
"Jll  great  men  are  dead,  in  fact, 
I  don't  feet  well  myself." 
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Harold  Woodruff 
"Experience  is  by  industry  aihievcd, 
And  perfected  by  the  swift  course 
of  time." 

General.  Fulton  School.  Baseball  Man- 
ager, '25 ;  Assistant  Football  Manager, 
'25;  Football  Manager,  '26;  Library 
Association    (Treasurer,  '26). 


George  H.  Wright 
" W hatever  is  worth  doing  at  all, 
is  worth  doinff  well." 
General.     Chardon,  Ohio.     Webster. 


Wayne  A.  Yarnell 
"Two  principles  in  human  nature 
reign; 

Self-love,  to  urge;  and  Reason,  to 
restrain." 

General.     Bryan,  Ohio.     Football  V'ar- 
sity,  '26. 


Theophilus  Ziemer 
"What's  in  a  name?" 
General.     Mansfield,  Ohio.     Band. 


William  Hullhurst 
"Fear  not  success;  be  brave  with  it.' 


John  William  Podesta 
"He  was  a  poet  of  poets." 
General.     Cleveland,  Ohio. 


Dorothy  Ann  Leive 
Lucy  E.  Westwood 
Hal  F.  Badger 
Robert  Boatfield 


SENIORS    NOT    SUBMITTING 
PICTURES 


Edward  Dalkow3KI 
Leroy  DeShetler 
Lynn  H.  Frazier 
Ralph  Hoover 
Harlan  Hutchinson 


Robert  Lewis 
John  Lorr 
Robert  Thompson 
John  Ulmer 
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Senior  Class  Committees 

FINANCE 
Hexry  Applegate,   Chairman 
Alberta  Benze  Kathryn  Moules 

Lenore  Fain"  Robert  White 

Willard  Lowry  Howard  DeVilbiss 

SOCIAL 
Robert  Colegrove,   Chairman 
Franklin  Quale  Phyllis  Damschroder 

Kenneth  Lindersmith  Maxine  Kerkhoff 

Harold  Waltz  Eunice  Davis 

PICNIC 
George  Bradley,   Chairman 
Nancie  Morrison  George  Neukom 

Marjorie  Broer  Huber  Hamman 

Mary  Louise  Albrecht        Charles  Wertz 

RING  AND  PIN 

Frederick  Gilchrist,  Chairman 
John  H.  Bryce  Herbert  Blumberg 

Virginia  Frey  Robert  Witker 

Margaret  Stark  Helen  Starkweather 

ANNOUNCEMENT 

Jean  Forster,  Chairman 
Charles  Faber  James  Davies 

Elizabeth  Delaplane  Charlotte  Mindel 
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HERE  comes  the  latest  pageant — class  of  '26.  I  cannot  look 
upon  it  with  a  feeling  of  complete  detachment,  for  I  am 
one  of  its  players. 

The  Freshmen!  What,  little  Freshmen,  you  cannot  arrange 
your  schedule  satisfactorily.''  And  the  teacher  that  both  your 
brothers  had  refuses  you  admission  to  her  class.?  Never  mind. 
In  just  a  short  time — Wait!     Freshmen,  you  are  gone. 

The  pageant  moves  on.  Quickly,  as  do  the  years,  the  players 
speed  by.  That  tall,  serious  youth  is  so  immersed  in  the  book 
he  is  reading  that  he  is  utterly  oblivious  to  the  chatter  of  the 
laughing  group  near  him.     While  he  murmurs  to  himself, 

"It  matters  not  how  strait  the  gate. 

How  charged  with  punishment  the  scroll. 

I  am  the  master  of  my  fate: 

I  am  the  captain  of  my  soul," 

those  other  boys  and  girls  are  whispering  mysterious  somethings 
about  "Mixer,"  "J  Hop,"  "Senior  Prom,"  "Class  Play." 

Our  Class  Play!  Only  a  few  were  privileged  to  present  it 
before  the  students  and  teachers,  their  relatives  and  friends; 
but  the  rest  of  us  supported  it  loyally  because  we  all  have  within 
us  a  universal  desire — the  wish  to  leave  a  memorial  to  our  school 
that  will  help  to  make  it  as  truly  democratic  as  the  high  ideals 
for  which  it  stands. 
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In  1913,  the  Civic  Association  of  Merion,  a  small  suburb 
near  Philadelphia,  adopted  the  slogan,  "To  be  Nation  right  and 
State  right  we  must  first  be  Community  right."  And  the 
school  is  a  most  vital  part  of  the  community. 

Each  year  at  graduation  time,  public  tribute  is  made  to 
education.  We,  the  coming  citizens  of  the  nation,  the  young 
men  and  women  who,  in  a  few  years,  will  decide  the  future  of 
our  country,  pay  tribute  to  education  every  day  of  our  lives; 
for  we  realize  that  "Knowledge  is  Power" — power  to  recognize 
worth  when  we  see  it,  power  to  call  into  action  all  the  forces  of 
mind  and  body,  power  to  live  full  and  sincere  lives. 

Thus  the  students  of  Scott  leave  their  school,  taking  away 
vivid  memories  and  a  broader  outlook  on  life.  Some  have 
excelled  in  sports,  some  in  their  studies.  But  all  have  gained 
experience. 

Led  by  Athletics,  and  Literature,  the  companion  of  Knowl- 
edge, they  walk  slowly  away.  There  is  on  the  face  of  Athletics 
a  look  of  sturdy  hope  and  effort  that  matches  the  banner  that 
he  carries,  "Scott  High  Forever,  Win  or  Lose!" 

Come,  seniors,  come.     A-lake  way  for  the  new  pageant. 
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Ruth  Erler 


Katherine  Ellis 


IT  is  almost  impossible  to  describe  the  many  emotions  that  I 
experienced  at  the  sight  of  my  native  land.  I  felt  thankful, 
happy,  but  also  a  little  fearful  at  the  thought  of  what  the  future 
in  this  country  might  hold  for  me  after  an  absence  of  ten  years. 
I  could  hardly  believe  that  it  had  been  that  long  since  I  had 
left  this  same  harbor  with  high  expectations  of  the  voyage 
before  me.  I  remembered  leaning  against  the  rail,  thinking  how 
lucky  I  was  to  have  such  a  wonderful  graduation  present — a  trip 
around  the  world.  Of  course,  nothing  could  have  pleased  me 
more;  but  that  was  before  my  boat  was  shipwrecked  during  a 
hurricane  in  the  South  Seas,  changing  the  course  of  my  whole 
life.  By  hanging  on  to  a  piece  of  the  wreckage,  I  was  able  to 
reach  a  small  island.  The  natives  of  the  island  treated  me 
kindly,  but  the  shock  had  been  so  great  that  it  had  completely 
wiped  out  all  knowledge  of  the  past. 

The  following  years  are  very  vague  to  me.  I  adopted  the 
ways  of  the  natives  as  best  I  could.  Many  years  later  while 
fixing  the  mast  on  one  of  the  island  boats,  I  became  very  dizzy 
and  fell,  the  blow  on  my  head  making  me  unconscious.  I  came 
to  with  a  vivid  picture  of  the  shipwreck  in  my  mind,  and  then 
I  remembered!  I  waited  impatiently  until  I  was  able  to  signal 
a  passing  ship  and  return  to  America.  With  what  sorrow  I  now 
look  back  on  those  wasted  years  of  my  life! 

During  the  voyage  I  became  acquainted  with  the  captain, 
Howard  DeVilbiss.     He  told  me  that  he  had  several  of  our  old 


classmates  among  the  crew,  and  introduced  me  to  Myron 
Lomasney,  the  fourth  assistant  stoker;  and  Henry  Applegate,  the 
purser.  While  walking  on  deck  one  evening,  I  saw  a  grinning 
man  gazing  fondly  at  a  beautiful  woman.  I  recognized  the 
woman  as  Elizabeth  Austin,  traveling  for  her  health,  followed  by 
the  still  faithful  Edward  Mauk. 

On  the  day  of  my  arrival  in  New  York,  having  some  leisure 
time  before  my  train  left,  I  went  to  the  "Follies."  Kate  Moules, 
a  popular  dancer,  accompanied  by  Eunice  Davis,  who  played  the 
violin,  was  the  chief  attraction.  Of  course,  I  enjoyed  the  show 
very  much.  The  next  morning  I  left  for  Toledo,  anxious  to 
reach  home.  The  ride  proving  tedious,  I  had  just  fallen  into  a 
doze  when  I  was  rudely  awakened  by  the  conductor.  It  made 
me  very  angry  at  first,  but  I  recognized  him  as  Charles  Bohnengel 
so  I  calmed  down.  Thoroughly  awake  by  this  time,  I  was 
attracted  by  much  noise  across  the  aisle.  Albry  Armstrong, 
now  wife  of  Glenn  McCann,  was  trying  to  make  her  children 
behave.  In  the  parlor  car  I  saw  Beatrice  Graver,  who  was  re- 
turning from  her  wedding  trip;  the  world's  swimming  champion, 
Marjorie  Broer,  who  was  going  home  after  having  accomplished 
the  English  Channel  feat;  and  Fred  Dohn,  Broadway's  latest 
matinee  idol,  who  was  on  his  way  west  to  recuperate  from  a 
nervous  breakdown. 

As  I  stepped  off  the  train,  I  was  hailed  by  the  usual  cries 
of  "taxi."  The  one  I  took  was  driven  by  Faughn  Carroll.  I 
was  joyfully  received  by  my  family  and  found  that  the  news  of 
my  arrival  having  spread,  I  was  invited  by  Virginia  Frey,  a 
wealthy  widow,  to  an  opera  party  the  next  evening.  It  proved 
to  be  a  pleasant  company,  including  Jane  Moor,  now  Mrs.  Dan 
Camp;  Gratia  Geer  and  Virginia  Wuerjel,  both  social  workers; 
John  Nettleman;  Harold  Waltz;  and  Franklin  Quale.  The  prin- 
cipal singers  of  the  opera  were  Miriam  Peters  and  Gilbert  Meyer. 

The  next  day  while  looking  over  the  newspaper,  I  read  that 
Donlee  Davis  and  Willard  Lozvry  had  captured  a  very  large  lion 
in  Africa.  I  also  noticed  that  Carlyle  Kime  had  become  presi- 
dent of  the  "Home  Grown  Bean  Canning  Company,"  and 
Virginia  McCreery  had  eloped  with  the  great  saxophone  player, 
Raymond  Ells. 

Several  days  later  I  determined  to  see  my  old  school.  The 
visit  proved  very  enjoyable  to  me,  for  Charles  Faber,  the  principal, 
showed  me  around  the  building  where  I  met  Rachel  Dunbar, 
Mabel  Keckeley,  and  Louise  Dean,  all  well-liked    teachers.     On 
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the  way  home  being  unused  to  the  new  fast  speed  laws,  I  was 
arrested  for  going  too  slowly.  Needless  to  say,  I  was  delighted 
to  find  that  the  judge  was  Ralph  Coole\\  who  kindly  gave  me 
another  chance.  He  also  told  me  that  among  the  woman's 
police  force  of  Toledo  were  Edythe  Biliingslea,  Truth  Klinck, 
Lillian  Laycock,  and  Charlotte  Zepp.  I  was  as  ignorant  of 
politics  as  I  was  of  the  speed  laws  and  I  was  astonished  to  hear 
that  Robert  Colegrove  was  Vice-President  of  the  United  States 
and  that  Henry  Green  was  a  prominent  Representative.  My 
old  class  was  surely  proving  its  ability!  In  our  own  home  town 
Ralph  Merickel  had  been  made  mayor,  and  he  had  appointed 
Henry  Doder  Chief  of  Police,  and  Chuck  Wertz  Director  of 
Airplane  Traffic.  Others  upholding  the  honor  of  our  class  were 
Marian  Kahnweiler,  Head  of  the  Welfare  Department;  Walter 
Dence,  District  Attorney;  John  Hone,  Robert  Kelly,  and  Kenny 
Lindersmith,  all  active  in  the  state  legislature;  and  Elizabeth 
Gessner,  the  famous  woman  lawyer. 

The  necessity  of  replenishing  my  wardrobe  drove  me  into  a 
trip  down  town.  I  walked  aimlessly  about  for  awhile  trying  to 
become  reacquainted  with  the  once  familiar  streets.  Suddenly 
I  was  attracted  by  a  sign  which  read  as  follows  "The  School 
Girl  Complexion  Beauty  Parlor"  run  by  Phyllis  Damschroder 
and  Ethel  Colegrove.  Passing  this  by  with  a  smile,  I  gazed  at 
the  great  new  department  store  just  finished  before  my  return. 
Having  been  informed  before  that  it  was  owned  by  John  H. 
Bryce  and  Raymond  Scharer,  I  decided  to  do  my  shopping  there 
for  old  times'  sake.  After  spending  most  my  time  and  much 
of  my  money  there,  I  went  to  a  little  salad  shop  on  Madison. 
A  more  delightful  place  I  had  never  seen  and  I  was  fully  appreciat- 
ing the  good  food  when  the  proprietress  came  into  the  room. 
"Why  Becky  Lane^''  I  gasped  and  could  say  no  more.  She 
introduced  me  to  her  chef,  Ellis  Kelly. 

I  observed  the  billboards  carefully  on  the  way  home,  for 
they  had  alwaj's  interested  me.  On  one  of  them  was  the  adver- 
tisement of  the  coming  boxing  match  between  Stanley  Lemke 
and  Carl  Leibovitz;  also  the  Hutchinson-Treuhaft  circus,  which 
was  scheduled  for  June  sixteenth.  The  billboards  were  also 
advertising  Eddie  Sanders,  the  world's  greatest  lion  tamer;  Mary 
Chase,  the  renowned  bareback  rider;  and  William  Cummings,  a 
marvelous  snake  charmer,  as  the  stars  of  the  performance. 

The  food  on  the  island  had  proven  very  injurious  to  my 
teeth,  and  some  days  later  I  decided  that  it  was  necessary  for 
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me  to  visit  a  dentist.  The  family  being  absent,  I  was  forced 
to  search  through  the  city  directory,  not  knowing  the  family 
dentist.  As  I  skipped  hurriedly  through  the  S's,  I  was  amused  to 
find  so  man}'  that  I  knew.  There  were:  ^^ Sheffield,  Carolus, 
contractor;  Sureney,  Dixon,  veterinary;  Sebastian,  Elsie,  matron 
of  the  Old  Ladies'  Home;  and  Steiner,  Audrey,  teacher  of  fancy 
ice-skating."  I  became  so  interested  that  I  turned  back  to  the 
A's  and  began  searching:  "Ansted,  Paul,  chiropractor;  Apple 
Vincent,  painter."  Among  the  B's  I  found  ''^Barton,  Virginia, 
and  Benton,  Phyllis,  owners  of  the  Electric  Baking  Company; 
and  Bitizer,  Irene,  trained  nurse."  But  remembering  my  re- 
solve to  visit  a  dentist,  I  quickly  turned  the  pages  in  search  of 
one.  Luckily  I  turned  to  the  L's  and  read  "Lucas,  William, 
dentist."  Recalling  Billy's  gentleness  of  our  school  days,  I 
decided  to  trust  my  fate  to  him.  Lpon  arriving  at  his  office  I 
recognized  his  assistant  as  Zeta  DeVol.  The  visit  proved  suc- 
cessful and  I  made  another  appointment. 

The  next  day  the  weather  being  warmer,  my  sister  had 
planned  a  picnic  to  our  now  very  large  Walbridge  Park  and 
zoo.  While  looking  at  the  animals,  we  passed  the  keeper  whom 
I  recognized  to  be  Arthur  Sweet.  The  park  had  been  greatly 
enlarged  by  the  kind  donations  of  Charlotte  Alexander,  a  wealthy 
widow. 

One  day  later  while  I  was  walking  around  town,  a  large 
motor  car  stopped  in  front  of  one  of  the  exclusive  shops.  The 
woman  who  stepped  out  was  the  wealthy  Elizabeth  Delaplane, 
who  had  inherited  a  vast  fortune.  She  had  many  admirers  but 
could  not  choose  any  of  them  as  she  never  could  tell  which  they 
liked  better,  herself  or  her  money!  I  completed  my  walk  by 
visiting  Toledo's  remarkable  museum  which  had  made  Toledo 
the  center  of  art  in  the  United  States.  I  was  pleased  to  find 
that  Jean  Forster  and  Eileen  Walper  were  the  efficient  managers 
of  this  famous  institution.  They  informed  me  that  Alberta 
Benze  had  been  in  charge  but  had  gone  to  Europe  for  further 
study,  also  that  Josephine  Laskey  and  Margaret  Moon  were 
among  their  assistants.  They  showed  me  several  paintings  by 
the  rising  artist,  Alice  Nathan;  and  some  beautiful  sketches  by 
Lee  Culler. 

That  evening  I  went  to  the  new  Theater  Mars  owned  by 
Bob  Wither  and  George  Bradley.  The  first  box  was  occupied  by 
the  famous  writer,  Lenore  Fain,  accompanied  by  Nan  Basch, 
International    Women's    Open    Golfing    Champion.      The    play 
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was  one  of  the  best  of  the  season,  Charlotte  Mindel  taking  the 
leading  role,  supported  by  Bessie  Horzvitz. 

My  friend  Harold  Woodruff  had  been  trying  to  sell  me  a 
radio  for  some  time,  so  I  finally  consented  to  visit  his  flourishing 
radio  store.  He  sold  but  two  styles,  the  "Marshall,"  invented 
by  Douglas  Marshall,  and  the  "MacCoy,"  manufactured  by 
Clifford  MacCoy.  He  tuned  into  Station  WZ  and  we  were 
entertained  by  Helene  and  Maxine  Cosgray  the  popular  broad- 
casters. Harold  informed  me  that  Louise  Koss  was  the  announ- 
cer at  Toledo's  new  broadcasting  station. 

Having  been  convinced  that  our  family  needed  a  new  radio, 
I  went  to  a  newspaper  to  put  in  an  ad  in  order  to  sell  my  old 
one.  While  there  I  visited  the  editor,  James  Dixon.  He  told 
me  that  Mayhelle  Gehring  was  the  Society  Editor,  and  Kathryn 
Kattfnian  was  her  assistant.  Phyllis  Hallem  and  Heleii  Hehl 
were  working  in  the  office  of  Burdean  Curry.,  his  private  secretary. 

The  next  afternoon  my  sister  asked  me  to  go  with  her  to 
visit  the  exclusive  dress  shop  just  opened.  It  was  run  by  the 
famous  dress  designer  John  Moore.  Fred  Riebel  was  the  suave 
attendent.  Frances  Curson  and  Nancie  Morrison  were  the  beauti- 
ful mannequins. 

In  the  evening  I  went  to  the  Aeroplane  Show.  Howard 
Meredith  and  Raymond  Biggs  were  two  very  busy  salesmen.  The 
hit  of  the  evening  was  the  beautiful  plane  manufactured  by 
Farley  Foster  and  designed  by  Willard  Edson. 

While  paying  my  taxes  in  the  Court  House  soon  after,  I 
saw  Mary  Parker  who  was  working  in  the  Marriage  License 
Bureau.  She  said  that  Eleanor  Bair  and  Bob  Boatfield,  mission- 
ary, and  Jeanette  Bretherton  and  Fred  Gilchrist,  professor,  had 
just  taken  out  licenses.  I  also  stopped  in  the  courtroom  where 
Dorothy  Dewey  was  protesting  the  will  of  her  deceased  husband, 
Harold  Lineback.  On  the  way  home  I  went  into  the  bank  where 
I  discovered  that  Franklin  Clark  was  head  cashier  and  that 
Maria  Cole    and  Henrietta  Lechner  worked  under  him. 

I  decided  to  buy  a  book  in  the  quaint  book  shop  managed 
by  Dorothy  Leive  and  Mary  Folger.  Mary  informed  me  that 
there  was  a  new  novel  by  Ellenore  Schroeder  which  was  very 
interesting,  also  a  set  of  histories  by  Alfred  Cohn.  I  was  pleased 
with  the  store,  and  assured  them  that  I  would  stop  again. 

One  evening  I  accompanied  my  family  to  a  concert  given  at 
the  Albrecht  School  for  Girls  established  by  Mary  Louise  Albrecht. 
She   had   many  of  my   classmates   employed;    Lois   Hueter   was 
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principal,  Virginia  Arnsman  orchestra  leader,  Helen  Hallman 
teacher  of  etiquette,  Luella  Fritsche  dancing  instructor,  and 
Florence  Senn  English  teacher.  She  told  me  that  Annah 
Neafie^  who  had  married  her  schoolday  lover;  Betty  Preas,  wife 
of  a  prominent  business  man;  and  Helen  Kibby,  wife  of  a  college 
professor,  all  sent  their  little  girls  to  her  school. 

One  day  I  visited  a  friend  of  mine  at  the  hospital  owned 
by  Allen  Ozven.  I  recognized  the  girl  who  showed  me  to  the 
room  as  Alice  Richards.  My  sick  friend  told  me  that  he  had 
found  out  that  many  people  I  knew  worked  there.  The  doctors 
associated  were  John  Bailey,  Walter  Crawford,  Frank  Koppes, 
and  Jack  Ulmer.  Dr.  George  Neukom  specialized  in  surgical 
operations.  My  friend  also  said  that  he  had  recognized  the 
head  nurse  as  Marcella  Osgood,  who  had  told  him  that  Mary 
Billheimer,  Dorothy  Happ,  Delephine  Goodes,  and  Jessie  Lillicotch 
were  nurses  under  her  in  the  Owen  Hospital.  Madelyn  Levi  was 
head  nurse  of  the  baby  department.  My  friend's  nurse  was 
Helen  Harrison,  who  informed  me  that  her  patient  was  doing 
very  niceh'.  On  the  way  home  I  stopped  at  the  garage  owned 
by  Wayne  Sellick  and  Wilbert  Wacker  to  have  my  batteries 
tested.  They  were  very  friendly  and  showed  me  the  graceful 
racing  car  they  were  looking  over  for  Bunny  Rex  and  John 
Gelzer,  the  daredevil  auto  racers.  The  races  were  going  to  be 
the  next  da}'  so  I  decided  to  attend. 

The  weather  was  perfect,  and  the  race  promised  much 
excitement.  Before  the  main  event  began,  we  were  entertained 
by  Herbert  Dreyer  and  Clark  Freed,  expert  acrobats.  There  was 
also  an  exhibition  of  the  motorless  aeroplane,  or  glider,  invented 
by  Hal  Badger  and  Leslie  Bigelow.  The  important  person  of 
the  day  was  John  Inman,  the  noted  sportsman,  who  was  the 
chief  judge.  At  the  finish  of  the  races  William  Grover,  repre- 
sentative of  a  large  auto  concern,  presented  the  winner  with  a 
cup.  I  was  the  interested  spectator  of  one  of  those  fabulous 
bets  that  happen  only  once  in  awhile.  Norman  Birchoff,  a  poor 
clerk,  risked  all  his  savings  on  an  inconspicuous  car  that  offered 
great  odds.      Luckily  the  car  won  and  he  reaped  a  great  fortune. 

In  the  evening  I  went  to  hear  the  missionary,  Mary  Bunting, 
who  spoke  on  conditions  in  Africa  and  of  the  good  work  of  John 
Blyth,  also  in  that  field.  Speaking  personally  to  her  afterward, 
I  learned  that  Frederic  Brown  was  located  there  and  actively 
interested  in  a  big  business  enterprise. 
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On  our  way  home  from  the  lecture,  we  ran  across  an  auto- 
mobile accident.  A  taxi,  driven  by  James  Davies,  collided  with 
a  car  driven  by  J'elma  Crow.  Arthur  Ehlert  and  his  new  bride, 
Thelma  Davies,  were  on  their  way  to  the  train  in  the  taxi,  having 
just  been  married  by  Francis  Decker.  Felma  Crow  and  Florence 
Brown,  dancers,  were  on  their  way  to  their  cafe  when  the  acci- 
dent occurred.  A  heated  argument  ensued  and  Patrolman  Ross 
Bruhaker  was  doing  his  best  to  settle  it. 

One  Sunday  my  family  drove  to  the  new  army  camp  situated 
near  Toledo.  As  we  knew  Colonel  Boh  Fetters,  the  officer  in 
charge,  we  were  able  to  see  everything  around  the  camp.  He 
introduced  us  to  Captain  Murray  Friedman  and  Edwin  Janney, 
both  of  whom  I  recognized.  While  we  were  walking  past  the 
officers'  houses,  I  saw  Ethel  Hecht,  who  had  married  an  army 
man  and  was  living  at  the  camp.  On  the  way  home,  we  stopped 
at  Hamman  Beach,  named  after  its  owner,  Hiiber  Hamman.  It 
was  a  ver)"  prosperous  resort,  supporting  a  large  hotel  owned  by 
Richard  Hindman.  While  we  were  there,  we  saw  the  popular 
actor,  Fra?ik  Hughes,  with  his  bride,  vainly  trying  to  dodge 
photographers.  We  also  saw  Mason  Hell,  the  tennis  champion, 
diligentl}'  training  for  his  next  opponent. 

Since  the  development  of  our  harbor,  Toledo  had  become  the 
most  important  port  on  the  Great  Lakes.  There  were  many 
large  grain  elevators — larger  than  those  of  any  other  city.  One 
day  Lazvrence  Hill  invited  me  to  visit  the  elevators  which  he 
owned.  The  visit  proved  very  interesting  and  I  met  Kathryn 
Petrie,  overseer  of  the  largest  one.  With  the  growth  of  trade 
had  come  the  growth  of  great  transportation  companies.  I 
saw  many  boats  in  the  harbor  of  the  Frazier-Hayden  Compan}-, 
owned  by  Lynn  Frazier  and  Cornell  Hayden.  I  learned  that 
their  trade  was  so  great  that  they  had  a  large  branch  in  China 
under  Milton  Epstein  and  one  in  France  under  Sidney  Green. 

I  ate  lunch  that  noon  at  the  Black  and  White  Cafeteria  just 
started  by  Helen  Hager  and  Opal  Cheney,  but  they  had  made  so 
much  money  that  they  had  retired.  1  met  Carita  Cosner  in 
there.  Carita  was  advertising  manager  of  one  of  the  large 
department  stores.  Just  as  I  had  finished.  Woody  Lane  joined 
me  and  tried  his  best  to  sell  me  some  stock  in  a  gold  mine,  but 
I  wasn't  interested. 

As  I  didn't  have  my  machine  that  day,  I  was  forced  to  take 
the  street  car  home  and  was  astonished  to  find  such  crowds  on 
it.     Toledo    surely    needed    faster    transportation,    I    thought. 
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and  so  I  was  not  surprised  to  read  in  the  evening  papers  that 
Frederick  Froehlich  and  William  Mcllwain  had  been  given  the 
rights  to  build  a  new  elevated  transportation  sj^stem.  Bob 
Kraus,  engineer,  was  in  charge  of  the  construction. 

One  day  I  went  to  the  stores  near  our  home.  I  bought 
some  very  good  candy  in  a  store  owned  by  Margaret  Hayward 
and  Liietta  Harste.  On  the  corner  was  a  drygoods  store  run  by 
Marguerite  Gibbons  and  Margaret  Fox.  While  in  the  grocery 
store  I  recognized  the  grocer's  wife  as  Anna  Goldberg. 

The  change  of  climates  had  badly  affected  my  health,  so 
I  determined  to  visit  our  family  doctor,  Donald  Swan.  A  trip 
west  was  advised  and  I  set  about  preparing.  According  to  the 
new  law,  I  had  to  have  my  picture  taken,  so  I  went  to  Bob 
Thompson's  studio.  There  I  found  that  Norman  Levey  had  not 
wasted  his  good  looks  but  was  employed  as  a  helper  guaranteed 
to  bring  a  smile  to  the  lips  of  any  woman  customer. 

Before  I  left,  my  friends  gave  me  a  farewell  party  at  the 
elaborate  Blackbird  Cafe  run  by  Russell  Davis.  The  head  waiter, 
Russell  Frantz,  gave  us  one  of  the  best  tables.  I  was  surprised 
to  recognize  the  orchestra  leader  as  Lawrence  Maine.  Alice 
Dresser  and  Carolyne  Weismantel  sang  several  beautiful  songs 
during  the  evening.  The  party  broke  up  early  as  I  was  leaving 
the  next  day. 

I  had  the  good  luck  of  being  on  the  same  train  with  a  large 
group  of  sightseers  all  headed  for  California,  which  had  become 
immensely  popular.  The  party  had  been  arranged  by  Bertram 
McBain,  who  made  that  his  business.  I  discovered  that  I 
knew  most  all  of  the  people  in  the  party  from  my  high  school 
days.  There  were:  Rodelle  Bates,  Ellen  Dupuis,  and  Dorothy 
Keller,  the  old  trio,  now  prosperous  stenographers  on  their 
vacations;  Mary  Bort  and  Marjory  Boyers,  "Y.  W."  workers; 
and  Frances  Ritter,  Mildred  Schwyn,  and  Jeanette  Weber,  tutors 
for  children  of  wealthy  New  York  families.  As  it  was  in  the 
summer,  there  were  many  teachers  traveling  during  their  vaca- 
tions. Among  them  were:  Elmer  Sperry,  principal  of  a  Pitts- 
burg high  school,  and  Kenneth  Ruhl,  teacher  of  physical  culture 
in  a  school  in  Peoria,  111.  There  was  also  Jack  Kemper,  famous 
vaudeville  comedian,  traveling  with  his  manager,  Kenneth 
Gillett,  who  helped  us  pass  away  many  tedious  hours.  Mary 
Hartman,  play  critic  for  Chicago's  leading  paper,  wrote  the  trip 
up  most  humorously. 
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Passing  a  small  station  in  Colorado  one  day,  we  saw  Eddie 
RoBare  docilely  wheeling  a  baby  carriage.  As  we  had  a  few 
hours  to  spend,  he  invited  us  to  supper  and  introduced  us  to 
the  lucky  member  of  our  class,  Josephine  Beilharz.  During 
supper  their  children  performed  a  miniature  football  game, 
taking  as  their  names,  Wayne  Yarnell  and  Wilfred  Orwig,  those 
still  famous  football  stars.  Later  Eddie  drove  us  over  to  the 
wonderful  estate  owned  by  John  Eberth.  Among  the  many 
wives  of  this  wealthy  Mormon  I  was  especially  interested  in 
Harriet  Bush,  Lillian  Farr,  Frances  Bissell,  Ruth  Satidberg,  Alice 
Barber  and  Eleanor  Bate,  all  members  of  our  class. 

The  next  day  we  stopped  at  a  fascinating  tea-house  on  the 
edge  of  the  desert  and  were  served  by  Lillian  Welker  and  Grace 
Masters.  Annabel  Murphy  was  busy  making  salad  in  the  kitchen. 
While  we  were  there,  a  large  sized  aeroplane,  run  by  Wellington 
Roemer,  stopped  outside  and  the  part)',  which  was  going  east, 
came  in.  Grace  Boynton,  Josephine  Laude,  Dorothy  Severin, 
Selma  Paris,  Frank  Bettridge,  John  Hungarland,  and  Frederick 
Ritter  had  made  up  the  trip,  calling  themselves  the  "Transcon- 
tinental Scotters."  I  found  that  Margaret  VanNess,  Jane  Trost, 
Jane  Cray,  and  Ruth  Inge  were  some  of  our  girls  who  were  also 
running  cross-country  aeroplane  excursions,  and  that  Florence 
Wittnian,  Margaret  Ouiniby,  Hazel  Pettit,  Alice  Kohacker,  Lotiise 
Henning,  and  Dorothy  Remmert  were  in  the  air  mail  service. 

Our  first  stop  in  California  was  Los  Angeles.  The  manager 
of  the  hotel,  Helen  Starkiveather,  greeted  us  like  the  long-lost 
friends  we  were.  She  said  that  she  knew  some  of  our  old  class 
still,  for  a  group  of  chorus  girls  were  staying  there  and  that 
Lelia  Shepler,  Ruth  Parker,  Vesta  Benton  and  Irene  Liddell  were 
among  them.  I  accompanied  the  rest  of  the  party  to  the  three 
greatest  studios  in  the  world  during  the  next  two  weeks:  Wilma 
Blanks,  Jack  Schackne^s,  and  last  but  certainly  not  least.  Max 
Kerkhoff''s.  Two  of  these  actors  were  making  pictures  for  pro- 
ducing companies  owned  by  other  members  of  our  class — namely, 
Henry  Morse  and  Opal  Gam,  and  all  of  them  enthusiastically 
endorsed  John  Lorr's  device  by  which  the  speaking  parts  of  the 
picture  were  given  by  a  sort  of  phonograph.  Many  people 
had  worked  on  this  plan,  but  it  had  been  left  to  our  old  friend 
to  perfect  it.  After  doing  this,  he  had  been  enabled  to  sit 
back  and  take  it  easy  and  so  had  gone  into  partnership  with 
Edward  Dalkowski  and  Edgar  Lutz.  The  three  of  them  are 
now  busy  on  an  invention  to  greatly  minimize  the  cost  of  pro- 
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ducing  colored   motion-pictures.     Among  the  cast  of  A^axine's  '■    ' 

latest   picture   had   been   Sloane    Barbour,   villain,   Mary   Louise 
Hansen,    Margaret    Stark,    Amaryllis    IVilliamson,    Sprague   Gar-  :    j 

diner,  and  Bob  Brackett.  f^c 

For  want  of  other  amusement,  I  dropped  into  a  courtroom 
in  town  one  morning  and  found  Elizabeth  Reinhart  who  was 
suing  her  husband  Dick  Stophlet  for  using  her  tooth-brush. 
The  brilliant  but  kindly  looking  judge  proved  to  be  Martha  Tom. 
Stuart  Stead  was  fighting  victoriously  for  the  plaintiff.  After 
the  trial  I  introduced  myself  to  these  two  old  friends  and  gained 
from  them  some  interesting  knowledge;  Eleanor  Ruidisch,  Helen 
Henry,  Mary  Arbogast,  Beryl  Heffelbower,  William  McCaw,  and 
Jeanette  Rottenstein  were  serving  on  various  juries  in  the  city. 
The  beautiful  observatory  I  had  noticed  just  outside  of  the 
city  had  been  built  by  Franklin  Babcock.  It  was  there  that 
Betty  Idoine  and  Evelyn  Rodd  had  worked  to  make  possible  the 
trip  to  Mars  which  Jimmy  Dow  had  just  taken. 

This  information  added  the  needed  stimulus  to  my  interest 
in  finding  my  old  friends.  I  determined  to  have  a  party  the 
following  day,  so  I  asked  eight  of  my  newly  found  acquaintances 
and  told  each  of  them  to  bring  as  many  members  of  the  old 
class  as  they  knew.  For  amusement  we  were  able  to  rely  upon 
the  twenty  expected  newcomers  who  were  to  appear.  Naomi 
Zimvierman,  noted  piano  soloist,  played  for  the  famous  soprano, 
Frances  Davies,  to  sing.  Then  talks  and  humorous  sallies  from 
a  group  of  artists  followed.  Helen  Rupp,  an  elocution  teacher, 
gave  us  a  personification  of  a  part  of  Irwin  ThaFs  latest  novel. 
Helen  Tenney  told  us  of  her  work  in  which  she  has  been  so 
beneficial  to  the  country.  Esther  Shidell,  the  star  of  the  newest 
opera  by  Willard  Smith,  danced,  and  then  Dorothy  Riess,  a 
specialist  in  household  architecture,  stepped  up  to  tell  me  how 
to  make  my  two-by-four  room  look  like  a  mansion.  No  sooner 
had  she  finished  than  the  exotic  artist,  Elizabeth  Repasz  sauntered 
in  accompanied  by  the  United  States  woman  tennis  champion, 
Evangeline  Siefke.  I  was  torn  out  of  a  discussion  of  the  relative 
merits  of  fudge  and  taffy  with  the  wholesale  candy  expert,  Lysle 
Underhill,  to  listen  to  the  campaign  platform  of  LeRoy 
DeShetler,  socialist  candidate  for  mayor  of  Los  Angeles.  Then 
Jerome  Travis,  the  great  psychology  expert,  talked  on  the  mind 
of  the  criminal  and  John  Podesta  read  from  his  latest  volume  of 
poems.  About  this  time  Vern  Smith  sent  out  for  some  of  his 
own  hot-dogs  from   the  nearest  of  his  chain  of  hot-dog  stands. 
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and  Esther  Turner,  chef  of  the  largest  hotel  in  town,  made  coffee 
for  us  all.  Eileen  Shaefer  and  Helen  Reed  had  brought  three  of 
the  children  from  their  orphans'  home  with  them  and  Sara  Rine- 
hart  (I  forgot  her  married  name  long  ago)  had  her  little  daughter 
with  her.  I  was  urged  by  Martin  Tisdale,  photographer,  to 
have  my  picture  taken  to  send  back  home  and  by  Violet  Richard- 
son, portrait  painter,  to  let  her  "do"  it.  Fern  Saelzler  offered  to 
present  me  with  one  of  her  pedigreed  cats,  which  present  I 
accepted  joyfull)'.     At  last  they  all  left  and  I  was  alone  again. 

Eating  supper  that  evening  I  noticed  a  new  party  of  tourists 
just  across  from  me.  Suddenly  I  recognized  George  Wright, 
Dorvian  Bachelor,  Carmen  Hayes,  and  Jane  Peabody.  Introduc- 
ing myself,  I  soon  found  out  that  they,  with  their  respective 
wives  and  husbands,  were  making  their  annual  visit  to  Los 
Angeles  and  would  be  at  my  hotel  for  a  month.  They  had 
already  planned  a  picnic  for  the  next  day  and  cordially  invited 
me  to  go  along.  At  the  beach  we  met  Patty  Raah,  who,  having 
inherited  a  fortune  and  having  a  natural  aversion  to  men,  had 
founded  and  become  doctor  in  a  large  hospital.  With  her  was 
Alary  Alice  Mandler,  a  nurse  in  the  same  hospital.  Robert 
Lewis ,  s,te.e\  magnate,  was  there  with  his  wife,  Lois  Schramm,  a.nd 
family.  Just  as  we  were  leaving,  Kathryn  Schwab,  Aileen  Baker, 
Leitha  Kirtland,  and  Emily  Shaw,  bathing  beauties  of  the  "Harold 
Taber  Comedies"  came  down  to  practice  diving.  While  dancing 
at  the  "Edwin  A.  Peck  Dance  Hall"  that  evening,  I  saw  Carroll 
Warniington  and  Donald  Romer  in  the  orchestra.  Then  as  the 
drums  pounded,  I  noticed  Ralph  Hoover  playing  the  traps. 

On  awakening  the  next  morning,  I  found  that  my  watch 
was  two  hours  slow.  When  shaking,  slapping,  and  pounding 
had  no  effect  on  it,  I  decided  to  take  it  to  the  jeweler's.  I  found 
a  jewelry  store  just  around  the  corner  and  when  the  owner 
came  toward  me  I  was  happily  surprised  to  see  Lillian  Lindow. 
After  I  had  left  my  watch,  I  wandered  on  down  the  street  until 
I  was  arrested  by  the  sight  of  Beatrix  Willets  trimming  the 
window  of  a  large  department  store.  When  I  stepped  in  to 
speak  to  her,  she  introduced  me  to  Theophilus  Zievier,  head  of 
the  adjustment  department,  and  Elsa  McLuckie,  who  was  in 
charge  of  that  branch  of  the  great  aid  to  travelers,  "Paul  Reichart 
Information  Bureau."  Do  Woodrow,  interior  decorator  for  the 
store,  told  me  that  she  was  soon  going  into  business  for  herself. 

For  lunch  I  went  to  the  "Roof  Tea-Garden"  on  top  of  the 
First  National  Bank  Building.  Fern  McMann,  owner  of  the 
gardens,  told  me  that  the  president  of  the  bank  was  George 
Smith.  While  I  was  there,  Frank  Niezciadomski  and  Kirt  Harsch 
came  in.     They  had  become  respectively  Head  of  the  Depart-  ^,, 

ment  of  Law  and  Supervisor  of  the  Division  of  Parks.     We  had  b,/^ 

just  begun  to  talk  easih'  when  the  fire  department  went  by  so  K.' 

we  hurried  after  them  in  Frank's  car  to  an  apartment  house 
which  was  burning  furiously.     As  the  flames  were  subsiding,  one 
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of  the  men  whom  I  instantly  recognized  to  be  Russell  Scannell 
came  up  to  the  car.  He  told  us  that  among  the  people  living 
in  the  house  were  Dorothy  Michener  and  Erma  Mitchell,  principals 
of  the  well  known  "M  and  M  School  for  Girls;"  Luella  Torrence, 
head  of  the  county  insane  hospital  in  which  would  be  found  our 
old  friends  Bob  Swartzbaugh,  Bob  White  and  Art  Woleben;  Roman 
Skurzyn,  manufacturer  of  the  "Skurzyn  Patent  Napkin  Ring;" 
and  Stella  Stein,  the  famous  playwright. 

Here  as  in  New  York  many  of  the  police  force  were  women, 
and  just  as  we  were  leaving  we  passed  a  composed-looking 
"cop,"   Eleanor  Mueller. 

I  met  Stella  myself  the  next  day.  She  seemed  very  un- 
concerned about  the  fire  and  informed  me  that  she  had  just 
come  from  a  manicure  and  shampoo  at  the  shop  owned  by 
Martha  Taylor  and  Adelyn  Gordon.  Then  she  added  that 
Frances  Schultz  was  running  a  glass-bottom  zeppelin  between 
Catalina  Island  and  the  mainland,  of  which  Evelyn  Steinmetz 
was  pilot  and  Ann  Lurie  was  mechanic;  that  Jeanette  Pintis 
was  supervisor  of  the  deaf  and  dumb  schools  in  town;  and  that 
if  I  could  not  find  time  to  write  home,  I  could  get  Kenneth 
Turner,  professional  letter  writer,  to  do  it  for  me. 

I  had  just  about  decided  to  do  that  when  the  idea  struck 
me  that,  my  vacation  having  been  long  enough  and  my  health 
being  wholly  restored,  I  might  go  home  myself  instead  of  sending 
a  letter.  Consequently,  that  very  day,  I  went  down  to  the 
ticket  office  to  make  my  reservations.  Needless  to  say,  I  was 
more  than  pleased  to  find  Harold  Eberle  behind  the  window. 
He  informed  me  that  there  was  to  be  a  big  football  game  the 
next  day,  though  it  was  out  of  season.  The  most  interesting 
part  of  it  was  that  the  most  favored  team  was  composed  of  several 
Scott  men:  Crawford  Felker,  Harold  Jones,  Sam  Jordan,  Firpo 
Joseph,  Irving  Sack,  and  Don  Sharpe.  I  regretted  very  much 
that  I  would  not  be  able  to  witness  this  game,  but  I  knew  that 
if  I  stayed  much  longer,  I  would  never  want  to  go  home.  I  paid 
for  my  ticket  and  went  out  into  the  street.  Just  as  I  walked 
out  of  the  door,  a  man  who  had  been  running  full  speed  collided 
so  forcibly  with  me  that  I  fell  very  ungracefully,  the  man  on 
top  of  me.  When  I  recovered  my  breath  enough  to  look  at 
him,  I  discovered  that  the  man  was  Carroll  Petty.  Just  then  a 
policeman  came  dashing  around  the  corner  and  Carroll,  without 
even  stopping  to  say  hello,  got  to  his  feet  and  was  out  of  sight 
before  I  realized  what  was  happening.  The  "cop"  also  collided 
with  me,  but  started  to  follow  his  man  without  even  speaking 
to  me.  "You  might  as  well  say  hello  to  an  old  classmate, 
George  Patterson,"  I  said.  He  seemed  very  angry  and  told  me 
that  I  had  caused  him  to  let  Punching  Pete,  the  notorious  bank 
robber,  escape  again.  I  told  him  that  if  it  was  the  man  that 
had  just  bumped  into  me,  it  was  another  old  schoolmate  that  he 
wouldn't  want  to  arrest  anj'way.  This  information  seemed  to 
appease  him  somewhat.     Just  then  a  parade  passed  and  George 
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explained  that  it  was  the  Anti-Smoking  League.  I  was  quite 
surprised  to  see  my  old  friends,  Irma  Beach  and  Lenore  Osborn  in 
the  front  ranks.  Right  after  this,  the  parade  passed  a  smoke- 
shop  owned  by  Helene  Agler  and  Bernice  Reed.  These  ladies 
seemed  very  indignant  and  almost  started  a  riot  by  snatching 
the  head  off  the  Indian  and  hurling  it  with  effect  at  the  head  of 
Irma.  George  hurried  to  the  scene  of  conflict,  and  I  decided  to 
leave,  which  decision  I  immediately  carried  out,  not,  however, 
before  I  noticed  the  rising  young  reporter,  Willard  Poast  with  his 
cameraman,  Herbert  Blufnberg,  right  there  ready  to  get  the  facts 
for  his  brilliant  story  in  the  following  morning's  paper. 

On  my  way  back  to  my  hotel,  I  passed  a  haberdashery. 
There  in  the  window,  displaying  the  latest  thing  in  correct 
evening  clothes  for  young  men,  I  saw  Ben  Williams.  I  looked 
at  the  name  over  the  door  and  found  that  it  was  the  "Corl-Bloom 
Men's  Clothing  Store."  I  did  not  have  time  to  step  in  to  speak 
to  William  and  Boni  as  my  train  left  at  seven  that  evening. 
That  evening  at  dinner  I  was  surprised  to  find  that  I  had  a  new 
waitress  and  more  surprised  to  find  that  she  was  Alice  Good. 
Alice  informed  me  that  the  entire  staff  of  servants  had  been 
discharged  and  that  they  had  all  new  people,  even  to  the  chef. 
She  told  me  that  the  chef  was  Howard  Miller,  which  explained 
the  fact  that  the  food  was  not  as  good  as  it  had  been.  When  I 
went  upstairs  to  pack,  the  chamber-maid  that  helped  me  was 
Muriel  Behring.  We  got  talking  about  old  times  and  I  almost 
missed  my  train.  I  called  a  fast  taxi,  which  company  was 
owned  by  Joseph  Mackiewicz,  and  arrived  at  the  station  just  as 
the  station-master,  Toufie  Darah,  was  calling  my  train.  As  I 
rushed  past,  I  noticed  that  the  woman  at  the  Travelers'  Aid 
desk  was  Helen  Walker. 

I  sank  back  in  my  seat  on  the  train,  ready  to  completely 
relax  after  the  excitement  of  the  last  few  weeks.  However  I 
soon  found  that  was  not  yet  to  be.  I  noticed  a  group  of  five 
people,  four  of  them  women.  Recognizing  them  all  as  old 
schoolmates,  Egerton  Eat07i  with  Eleanor  Mueller,  Mabel  Hem- 
viig,  Sylvia  Kline,  and  Helen  Ball,  I  joined  them.  They  were 
having  a  heated  discussion  and  did  not  seem  very  glad  to  see 
me.  I  gathered  from  their  conversation  that  they  were  the 
leaders  of  the  new  Bolshevist  party  in  the  United  States,  and 
as  they  could  get  recognition  no  other  way,  they  were  on  their 
way  to  blow  up  the  White  House  and  Capitol.  I  was  very 
shocked  to  find  such  radicalism  in  my  old  school-fellows,  so  I 
set  about  to  show  them  the  error  of  their  ways.  I  recalled  to 
their  minds  our  old  school  days,  and  they  were  so  touched  that 
they  immediately  reformed  and  voted  to  put  all  their  funds  into 
the  building  of  a  home  for  infirm  congressmen.  I  crawled  into 
my  berth  that  night  with  a  feeling  of  happiness  and  satisfaction, 
for  I  had  seen  or  heard  of  all  my  old  friends  and  now  I  was 
going  home. 
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A  Toast  to  Scott 


\'IRGIX1A    WUERFEL 


Oh,  here's  to  Scott,  our  school  of  dreams, 

Our  bit  of  hallowed  ground. 
Our  home,  the  nucleus  of  our  teams, 

Those  teams  so  far  renowned! 


t 


And  here's  to  the  boys  and  the  girls 

Within  those  portals  fair. 
That  knowledge  glean  from  wisdom's  pearls 

And  store  as  treasure  there. 


I;ii 


Oh,  quaff  the  cup  and  lift  it  high 

To  our  dear  faculty! 
We'll  raise  a  shout  up  to  the  sky 

And  pledge  fidelity! 


Drink!  Drink  to  those,  my  merry  lads, 
That  stand  for  might  by  right! 

Three  rousing  cheers,  ye  lusty  grads. 
Cheer  }'ou,  Maroon  and  White! 


P 
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The  Elixir  of  Life 

Marjorie  E.  Broer 


IT  had  been  in  my  mind  to  ask  it  for  some  time,  but  somehow 
or  other  I  just  didn't  seem  to  have  the  heart.  It  wasn't  that 
I  was  afraid  of  being  refused — Dad  was  always  such  a  dear 
about  anything  I  asked,  but  that  was  just  it.  I  knew  that  if 
he  thought  I  really  wanted  it,  he  would  consent  right  away, 
even  though  it  meant  sacrifice  on  his  part;  and  I  knew  that  this 
would  mean  a  very  great  sacrifice.  Dad  had  no  one  in  the 
world  but  me — that  is,  no  one  close.  He  had  many  friends  of 
course,  every  one  that  knew  him  liked  him;  but  anyone  of 
Dad's  temperament  must  have  some  one  closer  than  just  friends 
with  other  interests  to  be  really  happ3^  Dad  was  getting  along 
in  years,  too,  and  I  knew  he  needed  me;  so  I  had  put  off  speaking 
of  it  as  long  as  I  could. 

However,  lately  even  Dad  had  noticed  that  I  wasn't  exactly 
myself.  Ever  since  I  had  broken  with  Don,  my  life  had  seemed 
absolutely  devoid  of  purpose.  The  days  had  been — well,  just 
days,  and  the  nights  either  sleepless  or  filled  with  fitful  dreams. 
I  had  just  drifted  along  from  daj^  to  day,  accepting  things  as 
they  came.  Then  when  Don's  engagement  with  Polly  was 
announced,  my  listlessness  changed  to  a  fearful  restlessness;  my 
inactivity  nearly  drove  me  mad.  My  one  desire  was  to  do 
something — something  difficult — anything  to  take  me  out  of 
myself. 
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I  know  that  my  restlessness  began  to  pall  on  Dad,  so  I 
finally  decided  that  perhaps  it  would  be  better  for  us  both  if  I 
went  away.  One  night  at  dinner  I  took  my  courage  in  my  two 
hands  and  broached  the  subject. 

"Dad,  this  doing  nothing  is  simply  driving  me  insane.  I 
know  that  I  am  making  you  terribly  unhappy  by  my  nervous- 
ness. I  want  to  do  something  in  this  old  world — something 
that  will  do  some  good  perhaps.  Dad,"  I  said  as  gently  as 
possible,  "Dad,  I  want  to  go  to  France." 

Dad  looked  at  me  as  if  I  surely  had  gone  crazy.  "My  dear 
child,  France!     In  war-time?" 

"Exactly,"  I  replied  calmly.  "You  know  I  studied  nursing 
for  lack  of  something  else  to  do  for  several  years.  I  flatter 
myself  that  I  could  pass  an  examination  quite  successfully  and 
that  I  would  make  a  very  good  nurse." 

"But,  my  dear  child,"  he  expostulated,  "France  in  war  time 
is  liable  to  be  dangerous." 

"Father,"  I  said,  drawing  myself  up  to  my  full  height,  "I 
am  not  a  child.  It  is  the  danger  that  appeals  to  me,  and — oh 
Dad,"  I  cried,  my  reserve  suddenly  breaking  down,  "I  want  to 
get  away  from  myself!  I  sent  Don  away  and  I  was  in  the 
wrong,  but  my  infernal  pride  kept  me  from  admitting  it  until 
too  late.  Now  I  want  to  do  something  hard,  face  death  if 
necessary.  Oh,  I  want  to  forget!" 

"I  understand,"  said  Dad,  and  his  voice  was  very  gentle. 
"You  are  right,  Ann,  dear.  I  will  not  stand  in  your  way  if  you 
wish  to  go.  I  will  not  even  tell  you  how  very  much  I  shall 
miss  you  for  fear  of  making  it  any  harder  for  you.  Go,  and 
may  you  find  peace." 

Days  of  feverish  preparation  followed,  days  of  tearful  good- 
byes and  nights  of  uncertainty.  Finally  the  day  came  when 
the  last  good-bye  was  said  and  I  boarded  the  boat  that  was  to 
carry  me  to  who  knew  what.  I  waved  my  handkerchief  until 
I  could  no  longer  see  through  the  blinding  tears  that  would 
come  no  matter  how  hard  I  fought  against  them.  Yes,  it  was 
hard  leaving  my  home  and  all  I  held  dear,  but  I  was  going  to 
forget. 

This  process  of  forgetting  began  sooner  than  I  had  expected. 
In  fact  it  began  almost  immediately,  for  I  was  most  horribly 
seasick.  Then  when  that  was  over,  there  was  always  the 
submarine  danger  and  my  ship-board  acquaintances  to  keep  my 
thoughts  from  myself.     However,  there  were  moments  of  deepest 
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despondency  when  life  seemed  to  hold  nothing  but  heartbreak — 
for  me  at  least. 

These  moments  became  less  and  less  frequent  as  we  neared 
our  destination.  Depression  gave  place  to  a  suppressed  excite- 
ment. I  became  almost  feverish,  but  I  forced  myself  to  remain 
calm;  one  of  the  first  requirements  of  a  nurse  is  a  steady  hand 
and  a  clear  mind. 

I  did  not  have  long  to  wait  in  Havre.  I  received  my 
assignment  almost  immediately — and  it  was  to  a  front-line 
hospital,  the  thing  I  had  prayed  for.  Here,  I  thought,  amid 
bursting  shells,  ever  threatening  danger,  and  terrible  suffering 
I  might  be  able  to  forget  my  own  petty  trials  for  awhile. 

Oh,  I  was  right.  During  my  months  there  I  learned  to 
bear  any  kind  of  suffering  without  complaint.  I  learned  it 
from  those  brave  soldier-boys  who  fought  and  died  so  willingly. 
One  soldier-lad  whose  heart  had  been  weakened  by  gas  had  to 
have  an  operation  without  an  anaesthetic.  The  surgeon  ampu- 
tated his  leg  and  he  smiled.  His  eyes  were  deep  black  pools  of 
agony  and  the  muscles  in  the  hand  that  gripped  mine  were  like 
iron,  but  his  lips  smiled. 

Then  there  was  the  boy  who  couldn't  smile  with  his  lips 
because  he  was  paralyzed  and  might  always  be  that  way;  but 
his  eyes  were  the  most  wonderful  things  in  the  world.  He 
could  almost  talk  with  them.  He  couldn't  smile  with  his  lips, 
but  his  eyes  always  smiled  a  welcome  when  I  came  near. 

There  were  others,  too,  many  of  whom  gave  up  their  lives 
as  uncomplainingly  as  they  had  suffered  their  wounds  and 
afflictions;  and  as  I  learned  to  know  them  and  to  understand 
them,  my  life  ceased  to  be  the  purposeless  thing  it  had  been. 
It  took  on  new  meaning  and  I  found  a  great  relief  and  forget- 
fulness  of  self  in  my  work.  My  old  vitality  returned,  and  I 
found  real  abiding  happiness  there  in  France  amid  death  and 
suffering. 

One  night  we  were  especially  busy.  There  was  a  raid 
going  on  somewhere  out  there  in  the  darkness  and  men  were 
brought  in  every  minute.  Outside  nature's  storm-thunder  vied 
with  man's  gun-thunder,  and  lightning  and  the  flash  of  bursting 
shells  illumined  the  whole  sky.  The  strife  without  the  hospital 
was  symbolic  of  the  conflict  between  death  and  medical  science 
within.  We  worked  madly,  hardly  conscious  that  at  any 
moment  a  shell  might  drop  and  destroy  that  frail  structure;  yet 
we  were  tense,  waiting  for  we  knew  not  what.      I  was  assisting 
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on   an  amputation  case  when  one  of  the  young  doctors  came 
quietly  up  and  tapped  me  on  the  arm. 

"Miss  Hall  will  take  your  place  here,  Miss  Penning," 
he  said.  "You  are  needed  at  once  in  Room  52A.  Special  case 
— gas,  shell-shock,  and  shrapnel  wound — may  pull  through  with 
good  care — needs  somebody  with  an  iron  nerve.  I  believe  that 
you  are  competent."' 

That  was  my  first  reward  for  all  my  months  of  struggle, 
and  I  felt  repaid. 

After  taking  the  precaution  to  wash  my  hands  and  to 
change  my  apron,  I  hurried  to  the  room  the  doctor  had  men- 
tioned. I  knew  that  the  case  must  be  serious  or  the  patient 
would  not  have  been  given  a  private  room.  I  hurried  into  the 
room  and  over  to  the  bedside.  I  have  often  wondered  since 
then  how  I  ever  kept  control  of  myself.  It  was  such  a  shock 
to  have  all  the  effect  of  months  of  self-suppression  destroyed  in 
one  instant. 

"Don!"   I   whispered;   then   remembering   what   the   young 
doctor  had  said,  now  a  grave  warning,  I  gave  my  emotions  an 
i_j  inward  shake  and,  steadying  my  voice  as  well  as  I  could,  I  said, 

"You  wanted  me.  Dr.  Armstrong.''" 

"Oh,    yes.    Miss    Penning,"    he    said    with    a    worried    little 

frown  between  his  eyes,  "I  have  chosen  you  to  take  care  of  this 

case  because  it  will  mean  a  nerve  strain  that  many  could  not 

'  stand.      It  will  need  constant  supervision  and  I  cannot  afford  to 

take  two  nurses  from  the  others.     I  believe  that  I  have  reason 

vi  to  feel  that  I  can  trust  }"ou." 

;_■;,  "Thank   you,   doctor,"    I    replied   quietly.     "I   will   do   my 

l'  best  to  justify  3'our  belief  in  me.     And  oh,  doctor,  I  have  reason 

>^-  to  believe  that  I  can  handle  this  particular  case  better  than 

I'l  anyone  else.     Some  day  perhaps  I  shall  tell  you  wh}'." 

\Q  While  this  conversation  was  taking  place  we  were  not  idle. 

By  this  time  the  preparations  for  the  operation  were  made  and, 
grim  lipped,  we  began. 
fA  I  will  pass  over  that  night  of  horror.     No  one  knows  the 

jyi  agonies  I  suffered  and  endured,  watching  the  man  I  loved  with 

all  the  depth  of  my  nature  hover  between  life  and  death. 

With  the  rising  sun  came  hope.  The  crisis  had  not  yet 
arrived;  and  even  if  that  were  successfully  passed,  we  did  not 
know  what  ill  effects  he  might  sustain  from  the  gas  and  shell- 
shock;  but  with  the  news  of  our  success  in  the  raid,  and  the 
dawning  of  a  new  day,  bright  and  clear,  it  was  impossible  not 
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to  feel  a  little  hopeful  about  everything.  As  far  as  we  could 
tell  the  operation  had  been  successful  although  he  was  not  yet 
conscious. 

The  doctor  gave  me  some  instructions  and  went  out.  I 
had  longed  for,  yet  dreaded,  this  moment  when  I  would  be  left 
alone  with  Don  and  my  memories.  Now  that  I  was  alone — he 
stirred  and  murmured  and  I  leaned  closer.  He  whispered  a 
name  from  out  the  fog  that  covered  his  brain  and  that  name 
was  not  Polly,  it  was — Ann! 

With  that  small  unconscious  whisper  the  flood  gates  of  my 
emotion  burst.  I  sank  to  my  knees  beside  the  bed  and  poured 
out  my  heart  to  Him  who  understands  all  things. 

"Dear  God,"  I  whispered  in  a  tear-strangled  voice,  "I  do 
not  deserve  the  happiness  of  being  near  him,  of  being  able  to 
help  him  and  do  things  for  his  comfort.  I  had  thought  myself 
so  strong,  but  oh,  Dear  God,  I  love  him  so!  Let  him  get  well 
and  he  will  never  know.  I  will  send  him  back  to  Polly  to  whom 
he  is  promised.  Oh,  Father  in  Heaven,  give  me  the  happiness 
of  seeing  him  strong  again,  of  knowing  that  it  was  I  who  helped 
him  back  to  that  strength  which  will  carry  him  back  to  that 
other  one  who  loves  him;  give  me — " 

"Ann?"  broke  in  a  questioning  voice  from  above,  a  voice 
that  hurt  me  because  of  the  weakness  of  it.  "Is  it  really  you, 
Ann?" 

I  sprang  to  my  feet,  striving  to  hide  the  tears  that  coursed 
down  my  cheeks. 

"Hush,  Don,  yes,"  I  admonished.  "You  mustn't  talk,  the 
doctor  wouldn't  like  it  and  he  has  trusted  me  to  bring  you  back 
to  health." 

"All  right,  if  you  say  so,  Ann,  but  I  thought  I  was  in  heaven," 
he  sighed,  and,  closing  his  tired  eyes,  he  sank  into  a  deep,  healing, 
peaceful   slumber. 

It  was  not  until  he  was  well  on  the  high  road  to  recovery 
that  I  would  let  him  talk.  Finally  one  day  he  would  wait  no 
longer. 

"Ann,"  he  began,  "j'ou've  got  to  listen  to  me.  I  have 
waited  long  enough,  now  I  am  going  to  say  what  I  will  and  you 
are  going  to  listen  to  me.  I  heard  what  you  said  that  day,  I 
couldn't  help  it.  Ann,  dearest,  was  it  true — was  it?"  he  insisted 
as  I  didn't  answer. 

"God  help  me,  it  was,  Don,"  I  confessed  brokenly,  "but 
you  must  forget  it  if  it  really  means  anything  to  you — you  must!" 
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"Oh,  do  not  ask  it,  dear.  I  cannot  forget  it,  for  it  means 
that  you  didn't  really  mean  it  when  you  sent  me  away.  You 
didn't  mean  it,  did  you?"  he  pleaded. 

"Yes,  yes — oh,  no,  I  didn't  mean  it,  Don!"  My  heart  was 
raging  a  bitter  struggle  against  my  sense  of  honor,  but  the 
things  that  I  had  learned  in  that  hard  school  of  suffering  came 
to  the  fore.  "Don,"  I  continued  firmly,  once  more  master  of 
my  emotions,  "you  are  promised  to  another  who  in  many  ways 
is  much  better  than  I.  She  loves  you,  Don,  and  she  expects 
you  to  come  back  to  her.  Your  vows  are  binding,  Don.  You 
must  keep  them!" 

"Oh,  but,  Ann,"  he  argued,  "Polly  is  a  good  scout.  She'll 
understand.  Besides,  it  isn't  right  that  I  should  marry  her  if 
I  do  not  love  her.      It  isn't  fair  to  either  of  us." 

"Did  you  know  that  you  did  not  love  her  when  you  asked 
her  to  marry  you.?"     I  demanded. 

"Why  of  course,"  he  replied,  "I  did  it  out  of  pique.  You 
see,  you  had  sent  me  away." 

"Don,"  I  said,  "was  that  fair  to  her.?" 

"Well,  no,  not  exactly,  since  you  put  it  that  way,"  he 
admitted  reluctantly.  "But  I  hardly  knew  what  I  was  doing 
those  days,"  he  defended  himself.  Suddenly  he  burst  out 
passionately,  "Oh,  no  one  knows  what  agonies  I  suffered — how 
I  longed  to  hold  you  in  my  arms — how  I  hungered  for  your 
kisses!     Kiss  me  now,  Ann,  dearest.     I've  waited  so  long." 

"You  are  wrong,"  I  replied  very  softly,  "/  know  how  you 
suffered.  But  I  cannot  kiss  you  now  any  more  than  I  could  if 
you  were  already  Polly's  husband,  can't  you  see  that?  No,  Don 
you  took  the  step  with  your  eyes  wide  open.  It  is  irrevocable. 
You  may  not  withdraw.  Let  us  not  speak  of  it  again,"  I 
ended  with  a  tone  of  finality. 

"But,  Ann,"  he  began  impatiently,  but  just  then  the  door 
was  opened  suddenly  by  one  of  the  sub-nurses  who  entered 
holding  a  letter  in  her  hand. 

"Pardon  me,"  she  said  apologetically,  "but  I  have  a  letter 
here  for  Mr.  Matheson  which  finally  found  him  here  at  the 
hospital.  Doctor  says  that  he  is  quite  well  enough  now  for 
news  from  home." 

She  handed  the  letter  to  Don,  then  left  the  room,  closing 
the  door  softly  behind  her. 

"It  is  from  Polly,"  he  said,  "and  nearly  three  months  old. 
I  hope  it  isn't  too  tender  and  loving.     I  don't  believe  that  I 
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could  stand  it  and  it  would  make  the  letter  that  I  am  going  to 
have  to  write  to  her  just  doubly  hard." 

"We  were  not  to  speak  of  that  again,"  I  reminded  him 
gently,  though  I  knew  that  he  had  not  forgotten.  Then  I 
busied  myself  about  the  room  while  he  tore  open  the  letter  and 
read  it.  For  several  moments  there  was  no  sound  but  the  crack- 
ling of  the  paper  in  his  fingers.  I  could  not  trust  myself  to  look 
around,  perhaps  it  is  well  that  I  didn't.  Suddenly  I  was  startled 
by  a  gasp,  a  long  drawn  out  whistle.  I  swung  around  and 
beheld  Don  with  shining  ej^es  sitting  upright  in  bed,  holding 
the  letter  out  to  me  with  a  shaking  hand,  and  pointing  to  it 
with  a  trembling  finger. 

"Look — read!"  was  all  he  could  say,  then  sank  back  ex- 
hausted. 

I  calmly  took  the  letter  and  read  it.  When  I  had  finished, 
I  clutched  it  in  both  hands  and  read  it  again,  trying  to  grasp 
the  import  of  it. 

"Oh,  Don,"  I  gasped,  "can  it  be  true.''" 

"I  don't  know — oh,  yes,  yes — I  hope  so — oh,  it  must  be!" 
he  cried  incoherently.  "Read  it  again — aloud.  I  want  to  hear 
it." 

I  began  in  a  trembling  voice  to  read  it. 

"  'Dear  Don: 

"  'This  is  going  to  be  a  terribly  hard  letter  to  write.  Some- 
how or  other  I  don't  exactly  know  how  to  begin.  Well,  I  sup- 
pose I  might  as  well  plunge  right  in  and  hope  that  it  won't 
hurt  you  too  much  (you  know,  Don,  I  rather  have  a  suspicion 
that  it  won't  hurt  you  much  at  all — but  I  must  get  back  to  my 
story). 

"  'When  I  promised  to  marry  you,  I  really  thought  that  I 
was  very  much  in  love  with  you.  I  really  meant  it  when  I 
said  that  I  loved  you  and  it  nearly  broke  my  heart  when  you 
went  to  France.  I  had  a  feeling  that  somehow  we  were  not 
going  to  be  able  to  fulfill  our  vows  but  I  never  dreamed  of  this — 
then.  This  foreboding  made  me  very  sad  for  a  while,  then  I 
began  to  analyze  my  feelings,  and  I  thought  a  great  deal.  The 
more  I  thought  the  more  sure  I  was  that  I  was  right.  It  seemed 
to  me  rather  unusual  that  a  man  that  had  been  so  madly  in  love 
with  a  girl  like  Ann,  as  you  very  obviously  were,  could  fall 
out  of  love  and  in  again  so  quickly  with  an  entirely  different 
person,  and  that  person  7ne.     It  began  to  dawn  on  me  that  per- 
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haps  all  was  not  as  it  should  be.  I  began  to  believe  that  you 
were  not  as  much  in  love  with  me  as  you  had  professed  to  be; 
and  it  hurt  my  vanity  for  a  little  while,  but  I  believe  that  my 
vanity  was  all  that  it  did  seriously  injure.  However,  as  the 
conviction  grew  on  me,  I  did  not  feel  as  bound  as  I  had  previously. 
Yes,  I  admit  that  I  was  wrong.  I  should  have  asked  you;  but 
I  believed  it  so  strongly,  perhaps  because  I  wanted  to  believe 
it.  At  any  rate,  the  outcome  of  it  all  was  that  I  began  seeing 
quite  a  lot  of  Jerry  Netts.  It  wasn't  long  before  we  decided 
that  we  were  made  for  each  other  so  we,  well,  we  eloped  and  are 
now  married  and  are  very  happy. 

"  'There!  The  cat  is  out  of  the  bag  and  I  feel  so  relieved. 
Oh,  Don,  I  hope  it  was  as  I  thought.  I'm  terribly  fond  of  you, 
but  that  does  not  go  to  make  a  perfect  marriage.  I  hope  that 
this  does  not  hurt  you — I  feel  that  it  does  not!  If  you  will, 
write  and  tell  me  honestly  how  happy  this  has  made  you. 

"  'Hopefully,  Polly.'  " 

"And  'tell  me  honestly  how  happy  this  has  made  you'!  Oh, 
Ann,  my  darling,  it  has  given  me  life!"  he  cried,  gathering  me, 
now  unresisting,  into  his  arms. 


The  End. 
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The  entire  cast  of  the  Senior  Play  given  by  the  class  of  '26  in  Scott  Auditorium 


A  "close  up"  of  the  characters  to  more  easily  identify  them.  Left  to  right  are 
George  Bradley,  Marjorie  Broer,  Delphine  Goodes,  Virginia  Wuerfel,  Fred 
Doha,  Maxine  Kerkhoff,  Wesley  \Vyre,  Robert  Colegro\e  and  George  Neukom. 
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The  Senior  Play 

WITH  the  presentation  of  "Eliza  Comes  to  Stay"  tlie 
Senior  class  began  anew  the  custom  of  presenting  a  play 
to  raise  funds  for  its  project.  On  the  evening  of  March  4th  the 
play  was  given  for  the  first  time  in  Scott  Auditorium.  The 
large  assemblage  received  the  production  with  great  enthusiasm. 
On  the  following  night  the  play  was  again  presented,  this  time 
before  a  crowd  which  filled  every  nook  and  cranny  of  the  hall. 
The  combined  attendance  both  nights  was  sufficient  to  guarantee 
the  Senior  class  a  round  profit. 

The  leading  characters  of  this  play,  so  ably  coached  by  Mr. 
Miller,  were  Maxine  Kerkhoff  and  Fred  Dohn.  They  were 
supported  excellently  by  Marjorie  Broer,  George  Bradley,  Robert 
Colegrove,  Virginia  Wuerfel,  George  Neukom,  Delphine  Goodes, 
and  Wesley  Wyre.  The  acting  was  so  well  perfected  that  one 
did  not  for  a  moment  realize  that  he  was  viewing  an  amateur 
performance.  The  dialogue  was  of  exceptional  quality,  and  the 
movements  of  the  players  timed  with  exactness. 

Indeed,  so  great  was  the  popular  demand  for  a  repetition  of 
the  presentation  that  the  Seniors  decided  to  give  it  again  on 
April  7th.  Again  it  was  well  received  by  the  public,  and  climaxed 
by  a  request  from  Waite  High  School  to  give  the  play  in  that 
school  on  April  17th.  The  cast  agreed  to  this  proposal  quite 
willingly,  and  accordingly,  it  was  again  presented,  meeting  with 
its  usual  phenomenal  success. 

There  was  much  in  this  play  to  interest  the  students  of 
Scott.  The  entertainment  provided  was  of  the  highest  quality, 
while  the  proceeds  far  exceeded  our  most  ardent  expectations. 
We  all  hope  that  the  class  of  '27  will  give  a  play  as  good,  if  not 
better,  than  the  one  we  have  recorded  in  the  annals  of  Scott. 
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Junior  Year,  1925-26 

THE  officers  of  the  Junior  class  were  elected  in  a  some- 
what different  manner  this  year  than  in  the  past,  and 
consequently  at  the  first  meeting  of  the  Junior  class  the 
officers  had  already  been  selected.  They  were:  James 
Ward,  President;  Mary  Ellen  Wagner,  Vice-President;  Ann 
Kirkby,  Secretar}';  Stanley  Levison,  Treasurer;  Pete 
Nlurphy,  Sergeant-at-Arms.  At  this  first  meeting  Miss 
Kirkby  was  elected  Class  Advisor,  and  undoubtedly  a  better 
choice  could  not  have  been  made.  After  this  meeting  two 
committees  were  appointed:  They  were  the  Social  Com- 
mittee, with  Betty  Anderson  as  Chairman,  and  the  Activi- 
ties Committee,  with  George  Tobias  as  Chairman. 

Near  the  end  of  the  first  semester  the  Junior  Mixer  was 
held.  It  was  the  first  mixer  ever  given  by  a  Junior  class 
and  was  well  attended  and  enjoyed. 

The  J-Hop  was  again  the  most  important  undertaking 
on  the  Junior  Calendar.  The  class  colors,  gold  and  white, 
were  used  in  the  very  simple  decorations  at  this  dance, 
which  was  held  at  the  Richardson  Building.  As  a  result  of 
the  hard  work  of  the  Social  Committee  the  dance  was  a 
great  success.    Seymour's  Singing  Band  furnished  the  music. 

As  a  final  word  we  hope  that  the  wonderful  co-opera- 
tion shown  by  the  Juniors  this  }-ear  will  be  carried  over 
into  their  Senior  year.  For  after  all,  the  Junior  class 
organization  and  activities  have  no  other  purpose  than 
to  encourage  better  class  spirit  and  co-operation  in  prepara- 
tion for  the  Senior  year  and  life. 

James  Ward, 

President  '26. 
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Junior  Class 

OFFICERS  AND  EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE 

James  Ward President 

Mary  Ellen  Wagner Vice-President 

Ann  Kirkby Secretary 

Stanley  Levison___ --Treasurer 

Peter  Murphy Sergeant-at-Arms 

Betty  Anderson..  _         -.Social  Committee,  Chairman 
George  Tobias .Activities  Cofnmittee.  Chairman 
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Junior  Girls 


Dorothy  Affleck 
Maryanna  Algine 
Betty  Anderson 
Dorothy  Apple 
Cornelia  Arnos 
Margaret  Atkin 
Katherine  Baer 
Florence  Baker 
Violet  Ball 
Donna  Banting 
Goldie  Barnett 
Pauline  Barnett 
Florence  Barret 
Ruth  Beckham 
Mary  Benschoter 
Romaine  Bidwell 
Virginia  Bierly 
Katherine  Bigelow 
Lorene  Binns 
Louise  Blackburn 
Annabel  Bohnengel 
Dorothy  Boor 
Dorothy  Brinker 
Betty  Brittain 
Lucille  Brown 
Ophelia  Bro^vn 
Mildred  Bucher 
Margaret  Bues 
Betty  Bull 
Marian  Carlisle 
Mary  Cline 
Virginia  Curtis 
Virginia   D'Alton 
^'irginia  Daniells 
Jane  Davies 
Ruth  Davis 
Myra  Decker 
Angela  Degnan 
Hazel   Dence 
Patti  Denman 
Opal  Drennan 


Ruth  Earhart 
Anne  Eberth 
Virginia  Edson 
Irene  Edwards 
Jane  Elizabeth  Elliott 
Eleanor  Evers 
Ann  Felker 
Vivian  Felt 
Helen  Ferris 
Sylvia  Fisher 
Betty  Fleming 
Lena  Folger 
Sadie  Fortress 
June  Foster 
Wave  Foster 
Florine  French 
Gretchen  Froelich 
Jeanette  Frost 
Adelaide  Fullington 
Loretta  Gauthier 
Catherine  Gilmore 
Mary  Gorrell 
Jean  Gould 
Josephine  Gray 
Thelma  Greenaway 
Lucile  Gross 
Edna  Halsey 
Betty  Halsted 
Sylvia  Ann  Hardy 
Charlotte  Haskins 
Mary  Hauck 
Ivadel  Hergert 
Gladys  Himelhoch 
Esther  Hively 
Naomi  Hoffmann 
Adelaide  Hogan 
Irene  Huson 
Marcia  Imray 
Ethel  Jacobson 
Eleanor  Kaemline 
M'ldred  Keller 
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JUNIOR  GIRLS  (Continuf^l) 


Alma  Kiewat 
Mildred  Kiner 
Dorothy  Kirkbride 
Ann  Kirkby 
Eunice  Koppas 
Elsie  Krieft 
Drusella  Kronk 
Helen  Kulzia 
Anna  Lang 
Ruth  Lasalle 
Lucile  Lavenberg 
Mary  Leake 
Pauline  Leive 
Pauline  Lewis 
Ruth  Libbe 
Edna  Lovewell 
Evelyn  McCovvan 
Eloise  McElroy 
Jane  McNary 
Dorothy  Mahon 
Geraldene  Mathias 
Faith  Mendenhal! 
Helen  Mejers 
Virginia  Minke 
Dorothy  Minneker 
Josephine  Montgomery 
Amelia  Morgan 
Evelyn  Murray 
Maxine  O'Connor 
Pauline  O'Hern 
Barbara  O'Neil 
Helen  Overly 
June  Pankhurst 
Altha  Parker 
Mary  Parrish 
Merry  Peabody 
Lois  Peoples 
Alice  Peterson 
Eva  Pettigreer 
Ann  Pingen 
Lillian  Pintis 


Nina  Pocotte 
Dorothy  Pool 
Helen  Reid 
Alice  Reynolds 
Marian  Riggs 
Betty  Roller 
Ella  Ruedy 
Virginia  Russell 
Wilma  Rutchon 
Helen  St.  John 
May  Irene  Sande 
Frances   Schmidt 
Katherine  Schoenfeld 
Florence  Schwyn 
Lillian   Seligman 
Helen   Sherman 
Vera   Sibert 
Helen  Siddall 
Carolyne  Skeer 
Gayle  Smith 
Elizabeth  Sneider 
Druzella  Stewart 
Phyllis  Stewart 
Grace  Strobel 
Marion  Tallman 
Virginia  Teachout 
Mary  Elizabeth  Terry 
Lois  Thatcher 
Doris  Traphagen 
Maryellen  Wagner 
Lucille  Wallett 
Margaret  Wern 
Ann  Wettstein 
Mary  Louise  White 
Myrle  Wilbur 
Josephine  Wiles 
Marian  Willmarth 
Florence  Winkler 
Jeanette  Woodley 
Carol   Wuerfel 
Berth  Zuker 
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Junior   Boys 


Howard  Adkiiis 
Robert  Annin 
Walter  Argoiv 
Robert  Baker 
Reign  Barnett 
Alfred  Baxter 
Walter  Behreus 
William  Benschoter 
Isadore  Binzer 
Vaughn  Bishop 
Harry  Bissell 
Albert  Blair 
Laurel  Blair 
Joseph  Blanke 
Paul  Bolinger 
Max  Britz 
John  Brovin 
Stillraan  Brown 
John  T.  Bryce 
Carlton  Burmeister 
Frank  Butler 
Robert  Canfield 
Calhoun  Cartwright 
Wellington  Chollett 
Milton  Ciralsky 
Kendall  Clark 
Leroy  Cochrell 
Raymond  Conrow 
William  Cooley 
Albert  Cox 
Lyman  Crabbs 
George  Creswell 
Marion  Davey 
Robert  Davidson 
Glen  Davis 


Robert  Easton 
Fred  Edgington 
Edgar  Emerson 
Tom  Farmer 
Carl   Fleischman 
Frank  Foster 
Fred  Fox 
James  French 
David  Friedman 
Jack  Friend 
Dick  Garrison 
Walter  Gfeller 
Edward  Goldmann 
George  Gowen 
Bill  Gradolph 
George  Graner 
Ronald  Grover 
Walter  Grude 
Oscar  Haller 
Jack  Harrigan 
George  Harrison 
Frederick  Harrson 
Jack  Henderson 
Quentin  Holley 
John  Holton 
Willis  Hueter 
Robert  Hutchens 
Harry  Irwin 
James  Keeler 
Walter  Klatt 
Kenneth  Knoke 
Marvin  Kochiman 
Homer  Kripke 
Jack  Lasley 
John  Lauback 
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JUNIOR  BOYS   {Continued) 


Stanley  Levison 
Harold  Linthicum 
Lloyd  Lippert 
Edward  McCann 
Robert  Mcintosh 
Bob  McKindley 
Alfred  Mackinder 
Dale  Mehring 
Clarence  Merry 
George  Messmore 
John  Metzler 
Thomas  Miller 
Harold  Moan 
William  Montgomery 
Archie  Morrison 
Edward  Morse 
Pete  Murphy 
William  Naylor 
Allison  Nettleton 
Arthur  Palmer 
Horace  Penney 
Herbert  Perils 
Franklin  Peters 
Cled  Phillips 
Leverett  Powers 
Clarence  Powlesland 
Nivin  Rathke 
Robert  Reid 
Milton  Rideout 
Linden  Roberdeaux 
Jermain  Rodenhauser 
Isadore  Rosenberg 
Ellis  Rowsey 
Elmer  Rule 


Don  Saleta 

William  Sanzenbacher 
Donald  Sargent 
Philip  Schaefer 
Donald   Shawen 
Kirby  Siebenthal 
Myles  Silverman 
George   Smead 
Malcolm  Smith 
Eugene  Snyder 
George  Staebler 
Donald  Strater 
Harold   Sweet 
Devon  Thompson 
Oral  Throne 
George  Tobias 
Leslie  Van  Wormer 
Robert  Wagner 
James  Ward 
Alvin  Weill 
Burke  Westcott 
Arthur  Westgate 
Robert  Weston 
Bill  White 
Clark  Williams 
Robert  Wills 
Carl  Wilson 
Edward   Wing 
Albert  Winters 
Donald  Winters 
John  Wiseman 
Ralph  Wittman 
Leonard  Wohler 
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The  Art  Room 


'*  I  ^HE  above  is  a  reproduction  of  Miss  Morgan's  art  room, 
where  the  students  study  color,  design  and  symmetry.  In 
this  room  the  artists  of  the  future  are  developed,  and  faithfully 
trained  in  the  fundamentals  of  art.  Here  also  is  done  much  of 
the  Thistle  and  Scottonian  work.  In  fact,  some  one  in  the 
picture  might  be  drawing  the  heading  for  the  Sophomore  page. 
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Miss  Mary  Perkins         Mr.  Thad  Corbett 


'HT^HIS  year  was  the  first  that  the  Sophomore  girls  and  boys 
had  separate  supervisors.  Miss  Perkins  looked  after  the 
feminine  population,  and  Mr.  Corbett  carefully  guarded  the 
boys.  As  both  these  supervisors  have  had  previous  experience, 
their  administration  was  one  of  complete  success.  Sophomores 
are  the  hardest  to  deal  with  in  some  ways,  for  the  second  5'ear 
of  high  school  is  usually  the  student's  most  restless  period.  The 
supervisors  may  be  congratulated  for  the  manner  in  which  they 
have  kept  up  the  standards  of  the  Sophomore  class. 
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Sophomore  Class 

-^ 

OFFICERS  AND  EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE 

Robert  Chapman President 

Virginia  Eckhardt Vice-President 

Clara  Mae  Halstead. Secretary 

Burton  Wing. Treasurer 

Peter  Letke Seri:eant-at-Arms 


Sophomore  Girls 


Florence  Abbott 
Carol  Adair 
Martha  Jane  Adams 
Pauline  Albertson 
Elizabeth  AUabach 
Floradel  Anderson 
Charlotte  Angell 
Ruth  Aring 
Helen  Arndt 
Gladys  Bacome 
Gloria  Bacome 
Catherine  Baker 
Victoria  Baldwin 
Carmen  Barnes 
Ruth  Barnett 
Janis  Basinger 
Melba  Bateman 
Ellen  Batey 
Lucy  Baughman 
Valeria  Bauman 
Augusta  Beatty 
Rose  Beck 
Dorothv  Behm 
Mildred  Benhoff 
Jane  Bennett 
Irene  Bernath 
Theresa   Black 
Suzanne  Blanchard 
Eunice  Boice 
Virginia  Bones 
Beulah  Bowman 
Marion  Broer 
Grace  Bronson 
Catherine  Brown 
Herma  Brown 
Kathryn  Marie  Brown 
Dolores  Bruning 
Alice  Budd 
Dorothy  Bunge 
Florence  Bunnell 
Martine  Butler 
Mary  Campbell 
Hilda  Carmichael 
Ruth  Carnes 
Jacqueline  Carpenter 
Margaret  Caves 
lone  Chapman 
June  Chittenden 
Dorothy   Cleland 
Dorothy  Cole 
Dorcas  Collins 


Marian  Cone 
Nelda  Conklin 
May  Cooley 
Mildred  Corson 
Alice  Counts 
Jane  Crandell 
Ifolaw  Cunningham 
Anna  Currie 
Curtis  Jayne 
Mildred  Davenport 
Betty  Jane  Davis 
Dorothy  Davis 
Olive  Deckard 
Arline  DeShetler 
Minna  Dethlefsen 
Augusta  Doll 
Lenore  Dresser 
Charlotte  Duncan 
Dorothy  Eberle 
Virginia  Eckhardt 
Frances  Eichman 
Helen   Ensign 
Mary  Eyre 
Eleanor  Fay 
Phyllis  Felbinger 
Harriett  Fisher 
Helen  Fisher 
Genevieve  Fleischman 
Fern  Forman 
Helen  Fox 
Miriam  Fox 
Dorothy  Francis 
Marian  Frazier 
Virginia  French 
Mary  Leone  Freund 
Evelyn   Friedell 
Virginia  Hamble 
Elizabeth   Genac 
Doris  Gerhart 
Caroline  Geroe 
Velma  Gerwin 
Ella  Louise  Gilmore 
Hazel  Githens 
Beulah  Jane  Gloria 
Alice  Goldberg 
Dolores  Bernita  Good 
Virginia  Gordon 
Ruth  Gowing 
Mirian  Grandstaff 
Naomi  Grone 
Dorothv  Grover 
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SOPHOMORE  GIRLS   (Continued) 


Verna  Guilinger 
Katherine  Hahn 
Virginia  Hales 
Dorothy  Haller 
Clara  Mae   Halstead 
Marguerite  Hand 
Helen   Hannah 
Sylvia  Ruth  Hardy 
Leona  Harris 
Elizabeth   Harvey 
Vera  Heath 
Alma  Hinchman 
Ellen   Hoffman 
Esther   Hoffman 
Dorothea   Holmes 
Kathryn   Hottman 
Dorothy  Howard 
Teasley  Howard 
Lulu  Hummel 
Doris  Idoine 
Ruth  Inman 
Josephine  Jacobi 
Ruth  Jaeger 
Lucille  James 
Leala  Johnson 
Dorothy  Kaser 
Dorothy  Kaufman 
Helen  Keckley 
Jessie  Kern 
Rosemary  Kirtland 
Erma  Klein 
Irene  Klivans 
Katherine  Kniesser 
Alma  Koenig 
Crystal  Kohler 
Rose  Mae  Kornfeld 
June  Kratz 
Marge  Kunz 
Genevieve  Kurth 
Mary  Jane  Lamont 
Marie  Lechner 
Elizabeth  Leland 
Dorothy  LeVally 
Ruth  Levitt 
Helen  Lewis 
Wilma  Leffring 
Viola  Linker 
Evelyn  Lipstraw 
Grace  Litchfield 
Janet  Lloyd 
Dorothy  McAfee 
Ruth  McBain 
Alice  McCuUy 


Leona  McKechnie 
Florence  McKinley 
Mary  McLeish 
Irene  McNutt 
Hazel  McPhee 
Hope   Martin 
Virginia  Martin 
Gertrude  Masters 
Helen  Matyas 
Maxine  Maxwell 
Ruth  Meinka 
Marian  Merki 
Ruth   Mewborn 
Jeanette  Miller 
Hazel  Mollenkamp 
Virginia  Murphy 
Esther   Myles 
Nancv  Newton 
Elfrid  Nichols 
Eleanor  Noyes 
Ardanelle  O'Neil 
Leora  O'Rourke 
Ruth  Osborne 
Gertrude  Owen 
Ruth  Page 
Charlotte  Palmer 
Helen  Patterson 
Elizabeth  Peck 
Edith  Pimblett 
Marguerite  Powell 
Iris   Pratt 
Helen  Price 
Leota  Raber 
Iva  Rakestraw 
Alice  Recknagel 
Helen  Reiter 
Margie  Repasz 
Helen  Reynolds 
Frances  Rhody 
Adeline  Rice 
Ruth  Rice 
Frances  Richards 
Helen  Richter 
Martha  Robertson 
Catherine  Rogers 
Maebyron  Rose 
Virginia  Rothert 
Virginia  Rucker 
Alice  Rudin 
Bluebell  Ruse 
Grace  Saelzler 
Gretchen  St.  Amant 
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SOPHOMORE  GIRLS 

{Continued) 

St 

Christine   Sala 

Doris   Taylor 

fii 

Marian   Sanzenbacher 

Margaret  Taylor 

r 

Rutli   Sedgwick 
Selma  Seitz 
Mildred   Shaw 
Charlotte   Shepler 
Mrginia   Shepler 
Marguerite   Sherman 

Leona  Thoma 
Genifrede  Thompson 
Jane  Torrence 
Gertrude  Troutner 
Katharine  Truesdall 
Helyn  Turner 

if 

1 

Roxine  Shinbach 
Ruthjane   Slick 
Garnette  Smith 
Lenna   Smith 

Clara  Ungewitter 
Margaret  Vivian 
Betty  Wagenknecht 
Mildred  Wagers 

% 

Louise  Smith 

Mary  Ward 

;i^ 

Mary  Snyder 

Elise  Weber 

Grace  Sparks 

Jane  Webster 

? 

:■:'■ 

Geraldine   Stalker 

Fern  Welker 

■<> 

p' 

Doris   Stewart 

Norma  Wells 

'1 

k 

Margaret  Stockford 

Florence  Westwood 

.■' 

Margaret  Stone 
Dorothy  Stophlet 
Helen   Straka 

EcTith  Whitney 
Elizabeth  Wilder 
Doris  Williams 

1, 
If 

1 

Thelma  Williams 

Alice  Strong 

Dorothy  Wisnofske 

ti 

Jane  Stuart 

Florence  Witmer 

(-• 

f    ' 

Genevieve  Sutton 

Chariot  Walcott 

'i 

Frances  Swartzbaugh 

Geraldine  Woods 

^ 

't 

Bessie  Frances  Tassell 

Dorothy  Zehner 

f 

Barbara  Taylor 

Molly  Zuker 

\ 

1 

Sop 

homore 

Boys 

Francis  Ake 

Jack  Briggs 

Fred  Allyn 

Boston  Bristol 

« 

r' 

Don  Alspach 

Howard  Brown 

fl 

Martin  Altman 

J.  C.  Brown 

"'t- 

Bill  Anderson 

Pierce  Brown 

is 

Lee  Roy  Angell 

John  Bruggemeier 

ir 

Harold  Arbogast 

Burt  Benning 

Clarence  Augsbach 

Ben  Arnold   Bucklew 

Iw 

Fred  Bailey 

Robert  Burge 

James  Baker 

Bill  Burgess 

William  Baker 

Herald  Callaghan 

?■ 

George  Barlo^v 

Clarence  Carson 

'? 

j> 

Howard  Bauman 
Malcolm  N.  Baxter 

Chester  M.  Carsten 
Carl   Carter 

1 

t; 

Jared  Beard 

Robert  J.  Carter 

b 

Arthur  Beddoes 

Wayne  Carter 

¥ 

Lester  Bellman 
Gerhard  Beroset 

Dean  Caswell 
Robert  M.  Chapman 

(> 

James  Betts 
Fred  Billingslea 
Herbert  Bissell 

William   Clevenger 
Homer  R.  Cohen 
Edward  Collins 
Clark   Comstock 

1-^ 

1 

Don  Blackburn 

Oliver  Comstock 

Richard  Blackford 

Jim  Conklin 

i^. 

Clarence  Blanchard 

Francis  Cooper 

1 

/' 

Harold  Blanchett 

William  L.  Crabbs 

! 

Charles  Briggs 

Eldred  Crawford 

v"^ 
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SOPHOMORE   BOYS    [Continued) 


Franklyn   Crawford 
Donald  Crook 
Glenn  Crosby 
Tom  Crosby 
Dayne  Cummings 
Leroy  Curson 
Richard  Daley 
Yob  Darah 
Richard  Davis 
Walter  DeBute 
John   Deckelman 
Albert  Deitz 
Robert  Dohn 
Charles  Druitt 
Lowell  Duffy 
James  Easton 
Wilson  Edwards 
Robert  Eley 
Robert  Elwell 
Wilbert  Emch 
Corliss  W.  Emery 
Lambert  Ericson 
Paul  Erler 
James  Evans 
Willard   Ellis  Evans 
Edward  M.  Fagan 
Harvey  Fain 
Fredric  C.  Fast 
Harry  Feldman 
Otto  Fleischman 
Raymond  Ford 
Herbert  J.  Fortress 
James  H.  Fortune 
Robert  Foster 
Henry  Frost 
Frederick  N.  Garrison 
Paul  E.  Gatten 
Herman  Goshia 
Carrington  Grant 
Marion  L  Gray 
Glenn  Green 
David  Grigsby 
Robert  Gross 
Bernard  Grover 
Gerald  Grover 
Ernest  Charles  Groves 
DeWitt  Grow 
Donald   Haecker 
Philip   Hahn 
John  C.   Hall 
Melvin   Hankenaf 
Robert  W.  Hansen 
Harry  L.  Harder 
Bert  Hardy 
Philip   Harris 
Irving  Hausmann 
Charles   Haviland 
Elmo   Hawkins 
Howard   Hayes 
Scott  Hayes 
Leonard  Hecht 
Earl   Hecker 
Robert  Henderson 
Forrest  Herrick 


Robert   Hess 
William  H.  Hilktr 
Fred  Hockenberger 
Lawrence  Holton 
Stanley  Horner 
John  A.  Houston 
Charles  Hullhorst 
Howard  H.  Imray 
Edwin  Jablinski 
George  Jackman 
Curtiss  Jacobs 
Richard  Jacobs 
Bob  Jennings 
Justice  Johnson 
Robert  Jones 
Charles  Joseph 
Charles  Kahle 
Coy  Kamm 
Philip  Kass 
David  Keedy 
Clare  F.  Kegg 
Richard  Keilholtz 
Hugh  Kelly 
Godfrey  W.  Kittinger 
Willis  kirkbride 
Kenneth  Kistler 
Edgar  R.  Klinck 
Ernest  C.  Klink 
James  Klopfenstein 
Harry  Klotz 
Bert  Knowles 
Richard  Kress 
Carl  Lavey 
Herman  Lebowitz 
Louis  Leibovitz 
Peter  Letke 
Kent  Libbing 
Harold  Lindsey 
George  Litsinger 
George  Little 
Harold  Lynch 
De  Moine  McCarthy 
Pern  McCaw 
John  McCord 
Carl  McCullough 
Robert  McElhenry 
William  McFadden 
Walter  McGee 
Harold  Mack 
John   Mandler 
David  Manning 
William   Marquardt 
Charles  Marshall 
Mahlon  Matheny 
Reynold  Mefford 
Covert  Meredith 
Hilbert  Merrill 
Robert  Merrill 
Lyman  Merry 
Alan  Mewhort 
Meyers  C.  Burdette 
Riley  Michara 
Jack  Miller 
Walter  Miller 
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SOPHOMORE   BOYS    {Continued) 


m 


Glenn  Moan 
George  Moore 
Garth  Morris 
Edward  Munn 
Chester  Myles 
Tom  Nelles 
Junior  Neuendorff 
Ralson  Nolan 
John  Northrup 
Garfield  Nutton 
Ralph  Oakes 
Jack  O'Connor 
Ralph  Ostrander 
Don  Pattison 
Joe  Parlik 
Douglas  Penney 
Frank  Penoyar 
James  Perdine 
Louis  Perlmutter 
Paul  Perlmutter 
Charles  Pettit 
Charles  Peyton 
John  Pheatt 
Richard  Pheatt 
Willis  Pioch 
Andrew  Polscer 
Robert  Pore 
John  Preas 
Phil  Provo 
John  Raab 
Carl  Raber 
Nelson  Raber 
Harmon  Rakestraw 
Ivan  Fred  Rapp 
Louis  Kavin 
Boyd  Reed 
Marshall  Reid 
William  Reid 
Walter  Reuman 
Charles  Rhodes 
Roy  Rice 
Howard  Rogers 
Francis  Rohr 
Robert  Rohr 
CliflEord  Rosacrans 
Bob  Rothert 
William  Routson 
Donald  Rule 
Charles  Ruth 
Benjamin  Ryan 
Bill  Salisburg 
Robert  Salisburg 
Wellington  Schaal 
Robert  Schmidt 
Vincent  Schmidt 
Kermit  Schoettley 
Richard   Schulz 
Victor  William  Schwab 
Elmo  Scott 
Junior  Seeger 
Dick  Sharpe 
Gordon  G.  SheflField 
Joe  Sherron 


Robert  Showell 
Gordon  Sigg 
Fred  H.  Simon 
Harry  Sirapkins 
John  Sinclair 
Owen  Skelton 
Coyle  Smith 
Lester  Sademan 
Raymond  Soldner 
Larry  Solether 
Gwyn  Start 
Robert  Stein 
Abe  Steinberg 
Howard  Stende 
Norman   Stener 
Howard   Stevenson 
Wayne  Stickroth 
Johnathan  Stinehelfer 
James   Stower 
Arnold   Straka 
Bob  Swank 
Dan  Taylor 
Raymond  Taylor 
Ralph  Temple 
Harold  Tenney 
Nelson  Thai 
John  Thornburgh 
Harry  Tice 
Horace  Townsend 
Robert  Townsend 
Eugene  Tucker 
Bob  Turner 
John  Turner 
Norman   Underwood 
Wilson  Van  Landingham 
Howard  Vogel 
George  Vrooman 
Arlyn  Wagner 
Lowell  Waldvogel 
James  Harold  Walsh 
Howard  Ward 
Rolland  Ward 
Denson   Warrick 
Forman  Webster 
Robert  Webster 
Hubert  Wernert 
Frank  Wessendorf 
Estel  Wheaton 
Don  Wheeler 
Tom  Whipple 
Carmon  Brown  WhitraiU 
Kenneth  Whitmill 
Robert  Whitmore 
Alfred  Whittaker 
Robert  Wieland 
J.  B.  Williams 
Wilbur  Wilson 
Burton  Wing 
Orval  Yager 
George  Young 
Maurice  Zanville 
William  Zeisler 
Theodore  Zepp 
Paul  Ziemer 
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MISS  ANN  SMEAD 


Mr.  Harold  Conklin 


''  I  "*HESE  supervisors  of  64  have  a  real  job  on  their  hands. 
Miss  Sriiead  takes  all  the  little  Freshman  girls  under  her 
wing,  while  Mr.  Conklin  plays  the  father  to  the  midget  boys. 
Many,  many  children  entering  this  great  high  school  would  be 
entirely  lost  were  it  not  for  the  helping  hands  proffered  by  Miss 
Smead  and  Mr.  Conicliti.  One  of  the  hardest  things  for  any 
pupil  to  do  is  to  start  his  educational  career  correctly.  This 
problem  is  immensely  simplified  by  the  guardianship  of  the  two 
Freshman  supervisors.  May  they  both  continue  to  steer  the 
youngsters  toward  graduation! 
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Freshman 

Girls 

Dorothy  Aftel 

Lenore  Crossman 

Velva  Alexander 

Miriam  Dancer 

, 

Virginia  Allabach 

Delia  Daniels 

Maxine  Allan 

Mary  Dauber 

Ruth  Applegate 

Genevieve  Davis 

Velma  Ashbacher 

Mae  Davis 

Florence  Babcock 

Marian  Davis 

Thais  Bartlett 

Virginia  Davis 

Virginia  Beckham 

Mary  Louise  Derr 

Mary  Bell 

Marjorie  Diehl 

Mary  Lawrence  Bellman 

Maria  Donley 

Gertrude  Beyer 

Jeanette  DuGai 

Norma  Billings 

Jane  Eberly 

Marjorie  Bird 

Margaret  Eckhardt 

Charlotte  Bissell 

Evelyn  Ehlert 

Angela  Blanchet 

Louise  Ella 

Dorothe  Bleckner 

Alice  Emery 

Ruth  Blessing 

Ethel  Emling 

Helen  Bohnengel 

Helen  Eyster 

Marjorie  Bowers 

Nellie  Feldman 

Dorothy  Boyers 

Martha  Felker 

Jane  Boyers 

Mary  Fenton 

Audrey  Braithwaite 

Ruth  Fine 

Margaret  Braunschweiger 

Frances  Folger 

Dorothy  Brim 

Ruby  Foreman 

Helen  Brodison 

Flo  Foster 

Katherine  Brown 

Erma  Friend 

Mildred  Buehur 

Helen  Fritz 

\i 

Lucille  Byhers                        <" 

Katherine  Fruend 

Virginia  Callin 

Eleanor  Frutiger 

Opal  Carapell 

Mary  Frye 

Virginia  Cartwright 

Peggy  Gallant 

Carol  Clark 

Ruth  Garbe 

Virginia  Clark 

Helen  Garland 

Marguerite  Coddington 

Gertrude  Ghere 

Mary  Colburn 

Dorothy  Gibbons 

Virginia  Coleman 

Frances  Goldberg 

Ruth  Cook 

Adele  Grone 

Marian  Cooper 

Jean  Hales 

Virginia  Corson 

Garnette  Hall 

Melva  Cragg 

Pauline  Hall 

Alice  Cron 

Wilma  Hall 

Charlotte  Crone 

Jessie  Hamman 
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FRESHMAN  GIRLS   (Continued) 


Margaret  Happ 
Hazel   Harris 
Ruth  Harsch 
Dorothy  Harste 
Clara  Hartman 
Letha  Hauenstein 
Helen  Haughton 
Miriam  Hays 
Helen  Heinisch 
Dorothy  Heramig 
Virginia  Hemmig 
Dorothy  Henning 
Maybelle  Henning 
Lois  Heyer 
Elsie  Hickling 
Kathryn  Hindman 
Eletha  Hopkins 
Katherine  Houser 
Violet  Houser 
Eleanor  Huckins 
Edith  Mae  Hughes 
Isabelle  Humphreys 
Evelyn  Hunsicker 
Jane  Hupman 
Luella  Huseman 
Lillian  Isaacson 
Margaret  Jackson 
Margaret  Jansen 
Opal  Jobe 
Doris  Johnson 
Mildred  Johnson 
Helen  Jones 
Betty  Jordan 
Laurette  Kahle 
Mary  Kalasz 
Jane  Kamke 
Maida  Keasling 
Louise  Keller 
Wildra  Kemper 
Marge  Kerschner 
Maxine  Kimener 
Clara  Kinnison 
Grace  Klappich 


Margaret  Klein 
Ethel  Klopping 
Dorothy  Kookoothe 
Henrietta  Kovalesky 
Leoma  Krasson 
May  Krenk 
Ruth  Krull 
Beatrice  Kuehn 
Edna  LaCouey 
Louise  Landers 
Grace  Lathrop 
Edith  Learned 
Elizabeth  LeVally 
Thelma  Lindsey 
Irene  Lovett 
Janice  Lovett 
Irene  McCabe 
Dorothy  McChesney 
Florence  McCoppin 
Elizabeth  Magnuson 
Marie  Manare 
Marjorie  Marquardt 
Evelyn  Martin 
Florence  Mather 
Charlotte  Matthews 
Irma  Meminger 
Ethel  Merry 
Ottielie  Merschel 
Edith  Meyer 
Muriel  Miller 
Thelma  Miller 
Suzanne  Mills 
Margaret  Monroe 
Marjorie  Mundhenk 
Vera  Mundwiler 
Helyn  Nagely 
Arline  Neis 
Julia  Ruth  Neptune 
Virginia  Netz 
Betty  Nichols 
Margaret  Norton 
Betsy  Noyes 
Ednah  Orvis 
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FRESHMAN 

GIRLS 

(Continued) 

H 
1 

\: 

Josephine  Pargeter 
Beatrice  Parisky 

Merle  Siemens 
Bernice  Slade 

i.»i 

Mildred  Parkins 

Pauline  Slink 

& 

Margaret  Parks 

Mary  Smead 

m 

Dorothy  Parsons 

Barbara  Smith 

m 

Elizabeth  Patterson 

Berneida  Smith 

1 

Mary  Jane  Pattison 
Margaret  Perry 

Lillian  Smith 
Lucille  Smith 

P 

1 

Lucille  Peters 

Vivian  Smith 

Gertrude  Poast 
Gladys  Podmore 
Marian  Poole 
Madelyn  Pope 
Lillian  Quigley 
Elinore  Raab 
Lucille  Raddatz 
Mary  Reighard 

Violet  Snow 
Isabelle  Spencer 
Pearl  Stark 
Marion  Steinberg 
Ruth  Steinmuller 
Virginia  Strater 
Helen  Strong 
Jane  Sturdivant 

m 

Edna  Reily 

Gladys  Tabbert 

J* 

Aurelia  Richter 

Gertrude  Thacher 

•■h 

Margaret  Rinderknecht 

Mable  Roberts 

Margaret  Ross 

Betty  Rudin 

Marguerite  Rupp 

Laura  Sager 

Florence   Sande 

Grace  Marie  Sanzerbacher 

Jeane  Sawyer 

Anita  Saye 

Jean  Schaible 

Marguerite  Scheiderer 

Vera  Thompson 
Mabel  Timson 
Hester  Tom 
Helen  Ruth  Trimble 
Josephine  Tucker 
Helene  Tuteur 
Florence  Ulmer 
Mary  VanDusen 
Mildred  VanWormer 
Marguerite  Velliquette 
Bertine  Ward 
Bertha  Watkins 

9 

Dorothy  Schuller 

Dorothy  Watkins 

a 

Ruth  Schultz 

Edna  Watkins 

M 

Dorothy  Seligman 

Rebecca  Watt 

m 

Helen  Shaffer 

Lazetta  Weckle 

M 

Theodora  Shaffer 

Winifred  Williams 

M 

Alafretta   Shartzer 

Mary  Wine 

M 

Jeannette  Shaw 

Florence  Wing 

m 

Madeline  Sheidler 

Mildred  Winkler 

^ 

Virginia  Shepherd 

Helen  Wise 

m 

June  Shepler 

Mildred  Wood 

5 

Elsie  Showier 

Janet  Woodmancy 

1 

Naomi  Siek 

Mildred  Young 

^ 
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Boys 

Leo  Abdo 

Leo  Cremean 

Robert  Albring 

Kenneth  Crosson 

William  Allen 

Wilbur  Curtis 

Kemsley  Allison 

Paul  Dale 

Gilbert  Ansted 

James  Damschroder 

John  Arnold 

Paul  Davey 

John  Arnsman 

Bernard  Davis 

Reeve  Bailey 

Howard  Decker 

William  Ballert 

Stanley  Dempsey 

Harlan  Barnes 

John  Denny 

Junior  Bauman 

John  Disher 

Bernard  Becker 

William  Dixon 

Bill  Benschoter 

Wilmont  Downie 

Wesley  Berkland 

Henry  Dreher 

Bud  Bernard 

Harold  Ducket 

1 

Robert  Beverlin 

Bob  Dupuis 

Alvin  Bippus 

Edward  Eager 

s 

John  Black 

Carl  Eberlein 

Irving  Blumberg 

Edgar   Eckert 

Alfred  Bosworth 

Allen  Eger 

Harold  Bayne 

Clarence  Eisenmann 

Rudolf  Breed 

William  Elton 

Paul  Breneman 

Ervin  C.  Epstein 

■1 

Howard  Brittain 

Maurice  Ernsberger 

I 

William  Buderus 

Robert  Douglas  Erwin 

Robert  Bueschen 

John  Felker 

Gerhard  Burde 

Melvin  Feltis 

Madore  Busack 

Dean  Felton 

fe 

Bernard  Butler 

Rex  Finch 

r-   . 

Robert  Campbell 

Jacob  Folger 

Floyd  Cartlidge 

Carlton  Fox 

Harry  Cartwright 

Melvin  Fox 

% 

Norton  Cassady 

Robert  Fraley 

S) 

Rex  Cheetham 

Irving  S.  Frank 

Leo  Cheney 

Arthur  Friedell 

James  Clark 

Jack  Gardner 

Robert  Clark 

Hugh  Garn 

Ralph  Claus 

Edward  Garrison 

Ralph  Cobourn 

Paul   Garty 

Ronald  Collins 

Eugene  Gauthier 

Sherman  Conrad 

Louis  Gibbons 

Max  Cooley 

Allan  Gintzel 

Richard  Cooper 

Elmer  Goldman 

Harry  Cotter 

Jimmie  Goldman 

pi 

Harry  Cousins 

Garrett  Goodbody 

Robert  Cowell 

Robert  Gosline 

m 
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FRESHMAN  BOYS  (Continued) 


Frederick  Gossman 
Curtis  Gowen 
Curtis  Gradolph 
Vance  Gray 
Martin  Greunke 
James  Gross 
Claude  Guerin 
Harold   Harbaugh 
Donald  Hartz 
Arthur  Hatch 
Bob  Hawk 
Leete  Hays 
Car!  Haywood 
Earl   Henning 
Wilbur   Henry 
Arthur  Hoffman 
John   Hoffmann 
Dale  Holland 
Carl   Homer 
Carl   Hostetter 
Wesley   Hudson 
Franklin   Huebner 
Billie  Hyde 
James  Ikid 
LaVern  Hes 
Donald  Jackson 
Robert  Jepson 
Cornell  Jewett 
Harold  Jones 
Russel  Kackley 
Jerry  Kapp 
Robert  Kemper 
Donald  Kern 
Arnold  Kibby 
Norman  Kies 
Herbert  Kimmelman 
James  King 
Morris  Kloppenstein 
Orville  Kolling 
William  Kratt 
Henry  Kreider 
Meyer  Kripke 
Glenn  Kroetz 
Francis  Krupp 
Vick  Kudzia 
Charles  Kull 


Roland  Lamley 
Lee  Lanfare 
Howard  Lavender 
Edwin  Law 
Philip  Lee 
Avery  Leiserson 
Erwin  Lemble 
Seth  Lloyd 
Harold  Loucks 
Charles  Lovett 
William  McAuley 
Joe  McClelland 
Edward  McCombs 
Harold  McHenry 
John  McQuilkin 
Steve  Mackiewicz 
Harold  Markowitz 
Jack  Martin 
Arthur  Matheny 
Grant  Matheny 
John  Matheny 
Carlton  Mathias 
Robert  Mattes 
Newel  Mearing 
Louis   Meunel 
Chester  Meyers 
Arthur  Miligan 
Morse  Miller 
Paul  D.  Miller 
Ted  Miller 
Seymour  Mindel 
Lowell  Moore 
Bill  Monies 
Bob  Mussehl 
Phil  Musser 
Samuel  A.  Nathanson 
Gerald  Nettleton 
Leonard  Netzorg 
Albert  Neukom 
Howard  Newell 
John  Nopper 
Harry  Ogle 
Ralph  Ohls 
James  O'Neil 
Joe  O'Rourke 
James  Osgood 
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FRESHMAN  BOYS   {Continued) 


Rolland  Ostrander 
Robert  Parsons 
Carl   Peachey 
Charles  Percy 
Tad  Petrie 
Brock  Pickett 
Russell  Pickett 
Donald  Pile 
Ralph  Quinlan 
Russell  Randolph 
Rex  Regan 
Carl  H.  Reuman 
Aloise  Rev 
Robert  Reynolds 
Eugene  Ricard 
Joe  Ridenour 
Carl  Roemmele 
Grant  Rollins 
Bert  Root 
Cecil  Ross 
Frank  Rudolph 
John  Ruffer 
Russell  Ryerson 
Lawrence  Sager 
Fred   Sangbush 
Ralph  Santee 
Irvin   Sattinger 
Harold   Sautler 
William  Sautter 
August  Schneider 
John  Schroeder 
EKvood  Schultz 
Richard   Scott 
Herschel   Seitz 
Roy  Sellick 
Lawrence  Sharpe 
Fred   Shealy 
Curtis  Shepler 
Irwin  Seik 
Kenneth  Seivert 
Fred  Siglow 
Edward   Sillence 
Robert  Silverman 
John   Sims 
Allison  Smith 
Dick  Smith 


Duryea  Smith 
Robert  Smith 
Edward   Smolinski 
William  Dean  Snow 
Adna   Snyder 
Russell   Somerville 
Eugene   Spaulding 
Howard   Spross 
James  Spross 
Alfred   Steinward 
De  Forest  Stiphens 
Maynard   Sterling 
Edward   Storer 
James   Strong 
John   Stule 
Palmer  Suddaby 
James  Suder 
Emory  Tasainer 
Clark  Taylor 
Edward  Taylor 
Phil  Thai 
Arthur  Thorner 
Julian  Tobias 
Rex  Tracy 
Bernard  Truehaft 
Walter  Truehaft 
Robert  Tressler 
Lynford  Turner 
Ralph  Van  Wormer 
Robert  Vernier 
John   Volker 
Walter  Waggoner 
Herman  Waidner 
Arthur  Waldo 
William  Walker 
Kenneth  Walters 
Forrest  Ward 
Elmer  Warner 
William  Weissenberger 
Edward  Wern 
Ned  Witherill 
Gene  Wheeler 
Richard  Wieland 
Louis  Witker 
Jerome  Woodruff 
Charles  Woodward 
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The  Frosh  hard  at  work  in  the  gvni 


TT  THEN  a  Freshman  enters  Scott,  he  is  introduced  to  some- 
^  ^  thing  new — regular  g>'mnasium  exercise.  This  is  now 
arranged  in  the  form  of  contests  which  develop  both  the  mind 
and  the  body.  In  the  above  picture  it  may  be  seen  with  what 
zest  the  youngest  of  our  family  take  to  real  work.  ]Mr. 
Meissner,  who  alternates  with  Mr.  Keller  in  teaching  the 
classes,  tried  awfully  hard  to  get  in  the  picture,  and  partially 
succeeded.  "Nothing  like  muscular  labor,"  says  IMr.  Meissner. 
"That's  how  I  got  to  be  what  I  am." 
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The  Trysting  Tree 

John  Podesta 

I  carried  Rosy's  books  to  school 

Years  ago. 
She  a  lass  of  four  and  ten, 

I  her  beau. 
Black  bobbed  hair  and  pink  sunbonnet, 
Winsome  face  with  smiles  upon  it, 
Ruffled  frock  with  roses  on  it — 

That  was  Rosy. 
When  we  reached  the  big  beech  tree, 
I  endeavored  painfull}' 
To  carve  our  names  for  all  to  see — 

Mine  and  Rosv's. 


Again  I  wait  beside  the  tree, 

Proud  I  ween. 
Rosy's  quite  grown  up,  you  see, 

Just  eighteen. 
Eyes  of  brown  and  roguish  glances, 
Gown  of  white  her  charm  enhances; 
Step  so  fleet  she  fairly  dances — 

Darling  Rosy! 
I'm  glad  the  golden  summer's  dead, 
Glad  the  leaves  are  turning  red, 
For  in  October  we'll  be  wed — 

I  and  Rosy. 

Years  roll  by,  and  as  the  peaceful 

Seasons  pass. 
In  our  cosy  home  I  cherish 

My  sweet  lass. 
Life's  true  lessons  we  are  learning, 
Love  has  kept  the  hearth-fires  burning; 
Now  I  haste  when  home  returning 

To  my  Rosy. 
To  our  trysting  tree  we  go 
With  our  treasures,  for,  you  know, 
Children's  names  we  write  below 

Mine  and  Rosy's. 
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The  Divine  Spark 

Virginia  Wuerfel 

CHARACTERS:  Lord  Edmund  Clivedon  Astrebrook,  peer 
of  the  realm  and  once  a  dashing  young  blade,  now  an  old  man, 
whose  kindly  eyes  hold  the  wisdom  of  years. 

Hugh  Astrebrook,  a  young  man  of  about  twenty-three  whose 
every  action  points  to  a  life  of  refinement  and  good  taste.  He  has 
inherited  the  dark  good  looks  of  the  Clivedon  side  of  the  family, 
and  with  them  a  fiery  determination  of  will.  However,  the  most 
striking  feature  of  his  handsome  face  is  a  pair  of  fine  gray  eyes 
which  have  the  peculiarity  of  possessing  a  continually  brooding 
light. 

TIME:     A  cloudy  night  in  late  autumn. 

SCENE:  The  country  estate  of  Lord  Astrebrook,  inherited 
by  him,  upon  the  death  of  his  mother,  from  his  maternal  grand- 
father, who  had  no  son.  The  estate  is  a  large  one  and  stretches  away 
for  many  miles  on  every  side;  the  grounds  overrun  with  weeds  and 
dank  undergrowth,  the  evidence  of  dilapidation  and  decay  on  every 
hand,  give  to  the  house  an  air  of  unwholesome  gloom.  The  room  in 
which  my  lord  and  his  grandson  are  seated  is  huge  and  high-ceilinged 
with  long,  narrow  windows  at  which  dark  velvet  drapes  hang  in  heavy 
folds.  In  the  center  of  the  room  stands  a  black  oak  table  with  a 
wrought  iron  candelabrum  on  it,  and  this  supplies  the  only  light 
other  than  that  shed  by  the  wood  blaze  in  the  fireplace  of  massive 
stones  that  forms  a  part  of  the  back  wall.  By  the  fire  sits  Lord 
Astrebrook,  filling  his  pipe,  while  Hugh  lounges  on  a  lozv  bench 
nearby;  at  his  feet  rests  his  foxhound.  The  entire  room  seems 
to  be  without  walls  and  the  corners  only  of  the  imagination  because 
of  the  dark  reaches  and  eerie  shadows  beyond  the  circle  of  light. 
Outside,  the  wind  whines  about  the  eaves  and  cries  and  moans 
through  the  treetops,  shrieking  into  the  chimneys  like  a  being  alive 
and  in  agony.  The  skv  is  a  black  pall  and  the  moon  dares  not 
show  its  face  on  such  a  night. 

Lord  Astrebrook:  {Holding  his  now  filled  pipe  in  his 
hands  and  turning  it  slowly  round  and  round,  he  regards  his  grand- 
son with  a  frown  of  worry)  I  wish  you  weren't  so  deucedly  de- 
termined about  the  success  of  this  crazy  notion  of  yours,  but  I 
suppose  you  are. 

Hugh:     Quite. 

Lord  A.:  But  dash  it  all,  it  isn't  natural  for  a  boy  of  your 
age  to  go  off  by  himself  and  live  a  life  of  solitude! 
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Hugh:  But,  my  dear  sir,  I  have  explained  to  you  time  and 
again  that  I  am  going  to  devote  my  life  to  my  writing.  I  want 
to  go  some  place  where  I  can  give  every  minute  of  every  day  to 
the  study  of  the  old  masters.  I  wish  to  make  my  books  my 
life — to  live  with  them  and  know  their  every  secret.  I  want  to 
learn  the  entire  technic  of  writing  so  that  my  composition  will 
be  faultless  in  construction.  I  want  to  write  books  that  will 
live  through  the  ages! 

Lord  A.:  Yes,  Hugh,  I  know.  I  once  had  a  very  dear 
friend  whom  I  lost  to  the  same  idea.  We  played  together  when 
we  were  children  and  later  went  to  the  same  day  school.  We 
entered  Cambridge  at  the  same  time  and  graduated  in  the  same 
class.  We  did  the  same  things  in  the  same  way,  until  he  became 
obsessed  with  the  idea  that  complete  isolation  was  necessary  to 
his  work. 

Hugh:     What  did  he  do.' 

Lord  A.:  He  bought  a  small  cottage  in  Hampshire — not 
far  from  here — and  established  himself  there  with  an  old  man- 
servant. He  lined  the  walls  of  his  rooms  with  books  and  studied 
and  wrote  late  into  the  night. 

Hugh:     But  did  you  never  see  him  again.? 

Lord  A.:  Oh,  yes,  I  went  to  visit  him — often  at  first,  but 
less  frequently  towards  the  last — yes,  much  less  frequently.  I 
believe  whem  I  last  visited  him,  six  years  had  elapsed  since  my 
previous  call.  You  see,  his  attitude  did  not  invite  callers.  Some- 
how he  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  mere  machine — he  walked  as  one 
in  a  dream  and  spoke  in  a  low,  unemotional  voice. 

Hugh:     Had  he  always  been  like  that.'' 

Lord  A.:  No,  and  that  is  the  part  that  seems  the  most 
peculiar  to  me.  As  a  boy,  he  was  always  full  of  life  and  spirit; 
in  fact,  he  was  quite  a  favorite  even  with  those  outside  our  own 
— our  own  little  circle  you  know.  He  won  the  high-jump  three 
years  running  for  the  honor  of  the  school,  and  could  handle  a 
horse  and  play  at  cricket  with  the  same  dexterity.  He  showed 
great  promise  at  writing,  too,  even  at  an  early  ago.  How  I 
used  to  bribe  him  to  write  my  papers  for  me!  {Here  a  smile  of 
reminiscence  passes  quickly  over  the  old  man's  face  but  as  quickly 
disappears.) 

Hugh:     But  what  became  of  him.'     Had  he  no  relations.' 

Lord  A.:  {With  a  slow  smile)  That  was,  perhaps,  the 
only  possible  excuse  for  his  taking  the  course  he  did. 

Hugh:     How  unfortunate! 
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Lord  A.:     Quite!     He'd  over  many. 

Hugh:     {Flatly)     Oh! 

Lord  A.:  But  seriously,  it  very  nearly  broke  his  mother's 
heart.  His  father  was  all  for  forbidding  his  going,  but  realized 
that  it  would  do  no  good — he  would  then  have  run  away  and  of 
this  his  mother  would  not  hear.  He  left  home  after  graduating 
from  college  and  lived  alone  for  thirty  years.     He  never  married. 

Hugh:     And  what  became  of  his  writings.'' 

Lord  A.:  Why,  I'll  tell  you,  he  was  a  man  of  some  literary 
reputation  during  his  lifetime  but  his  books  were  forgotten  with 
his  passing.  {The  lord  goes  to  the  table  and  blows  the  dust  from 
the  books  there,  then  taking  one  from  among  them,  carries  it  back 
with  him  to  his  seat  by  the  fire  and  zvithout  looking  at  it,  idly  turns 
the  pages.  His  eyes  continue  to  rest  on  the  face  of  the  boy.)  He, 
too,  wanted  his  books  to  live  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  his  writings 
lacked  understanding.  They  somehow  just  missed  being  great. 
He  had  perfect  construction,  faultless  technic,  but  he  failed  to 
inspire — he  did  not  possess  that  divine  spark  of  human  sympathy 
which  alone  makes  for  greatness.  They  died  as  he  had  lived  — 
alone.  {He  goes  to  the  table  and  lays  down  the  book.)  But  perhaps 
I  am  prejudiced,  my  lad,  and  if  you  are  determined  in  your 
course,  I  have  nothing  more  to  say,  but  will  wish  you  God's 
blessing.  Now  about  the  deed  to  the  place  here — I  have  had 
it  made  over  to  you  and  have  kept  it  here  in  this  drawer  against 
your  arrival.  "Cliveden  Towers"  would  revert  to  you  upon  my 
death  and  you  might  as  well  have  it  now.  You  do  not  remember 
your  father,  Hugh.?  No,  you  were  young — little  more  than  a 
baby. 

Hugh:  No,  I  do  not  remember  my  father,  but  my  mother 
often  told  me  of  the  estate  that  I  should  some  day  inherit. 
Tell  me,  do  you  spend  much  time  here? 

Lord  A. :  Why,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  was  always  depressingly 
quiet  for  me  {he  smiled  zvryly),  but  I  was  a  fool  and  it  should  suit 
you  very  well.  Not  that  you  aren't  a  fool,  too — but  in  a  different 
and  more  dangerous  way.  This  place  is  miles  from  the  nearest 
neighbor  and  the  grounds  are  covered  with  underbrush — on  the 
whole  a  most  fitting  place  for  a  recluse.  {He  looks  about  the  huge 
shadowy  room.)  I  don't  wish  to  appear  unsympathetic  but  I  do 
wish  you  could  see  things  my  way. 

Hugh:     And  I  wish  you  could  see  them  my  way! 

Lord  A.:  I  should  like  nothing  better  than  to  have  you 
with  me  in  London.  You  would  be  free  to  write  there,  without 
interruption,  to  your  heart's  content. 
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Hugh:     I'm  afraid  it's  no  use,  sir.      I  have  quite  decided. 

Lord  A. :  Very  well  then.  But  I  cannot  help  feeling  that  you 
will  suffer  failure  in  the  end.  {The  old  gentleman  sinks  hack  in  his 
chair  and  closes  his  eyes.  His  whole  appearance  is  one  of  weary 
resignation.  The  clock  on  the  mantel  ticks  out  the  seconds.  Hugh 
sits  stroking  the  ears  of  the  hound  and  stares  at  the  floor  in  front  of 
him.  The  dog  zvhines  and  twitches  beneath  the  hand  and  Hugh, 
starting  from  his  revery,  looks  to  where  the  dog's  nose  points,  towards 
the  edge  of  the  firelight.  In  the  shadow  stands  a  man,  snuffled  from 
head  to  foot  in  a  long  black  riding  cloak.  His  spurs  and  boots 
glisten  in  the  firelight  and  his  hatless  head  is  white.  Lord  Astre- 
brook,  sensing  something,  looks  up  quickly,  and  seeing  Hugh's 
eyes  fixed,  he  follows  their  gaze  to  the  shadows  beyond  the  fireplace. 
He  starts  forward  in  his  chair  and  stares  at  the  man  as  if  he  ca?inot 
believe  his  eyes,  but  sinks  back  stunned  and  silent). 

The  Apparition:  {Looking  at  Hugh  and  speaking  in  a  low, 
hollow  voice.)  Your  grandfather  is  right,  my  boy.  I  had 
ambition,  hopes,  desires,  I  longed  to  conquer  realms  unknown, 
to  gain  heights  yet  unclimbed!  To  work  and  slave,  and  taste 
divinity!  Oh,  how  I  failed!  How  miserably  I  failed!  I  died 
in  spiritual  misery — alone.  {He  laughs  horribly — mockingly.) 
How  could  I  write  when  I  had  never  lived?  {He  goes  to  the  table 
and  taking  the  book,  the  pages  of  ivhich  Lord  Astrebrook  had  idly 
turned  but  a  short  time  before,  casts  it  into  the  fire.  Mocking  laughter 
fills  the  room — unearthly — the  dark  corners  throw  back  the  ansioer- 
ing  echoes  of  lost  hopes.  This  seems  to  break  the  spell  which  has 
held  my  lord  motionless,  and  he  starts  to  his  feet  but  again  sinks 
back  into  his  chair.      The  spectre  has  disappeared.) 

(Hugh  takes  the  deed,  crosser  to  the  fireplace,  and,  ivithout 
speaking,  lays  it  upon  the  dead  embers  of  the  book.) 
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The  Inevitable  Surrender 


Robert  Colegrove 


I 


T  X /"ELI.,  it  stands  to  reason,  my  dear  Ronald,  that  marriage 
^  »  will  instantly  become  an  economic  handicap,"  mused 
Milton  Devenish  from  the  downy  softness  of  his  big  overstuffed 
chair. 

"You  take  a  much  too  material  view  of  marriage,  Devenish," 
rejoined  McQuelkin  from  the  uncomfortable  stiffness  of  his 
straight  desk  chair. 

"But  one  cannot  be  too  materialistic  in  such  a  matter, 
Ron.  It  has  too  great  an  effect  on  a  man's  future  success  and 
happiness,"  came  from  the  downy  chair. 

"A  tremendous  effect,  yes,"  from  McQuelkin,  "but  in  success 
there  is  no  happiness  without  love." 

"Nor  can  a  man  get  ahead  rapidly  trammeled  with  a 
wife  and  family,"  drawled  Devenish,  and  thus  expounded  his 
feelings  toward  conjugal  union. 

McQuelkin  slammed  down  his  pen,  breaking  it  quite  beyond 
repair;  knocked  the  ashes  from  his  pipe  and  turned  to  Devenish. 
"Your  confounded  views  on  love  and  marriage  sicken  me  most 
effectively.  I  fondly  hope  you  may  never  have  the  good  fortune  of 
experiencing  true  matrimonial  bliss,"  with  which  he  strode  from 
the  spacious  parlor  of  the  Bachelors'  Club  in  a  very  disgusted 
and  perhaps  a  bit  offended  manner. 

Young  Milton  Devenish,  successful  lawyer,  clubman  and 
self-styled  cynic,  crossed  his  legs  in  front  of  him  and  drew  con- 
tentedly on  a  long,  black  cigar. 

"Bliss  and  matrimony  cannot  be  mixed,"  he  mused,  "and 
I  prefer  bliss." 

II 

Ronald  McQuelkin  and  Milton  Devenish  were  the  best  of 
friends;  in  fact  they  were  partners  in  the  law  firm  of  Devenish, 
McQuelkin,  and  Smith. 

Milton  was  twenty-eight  and  Ronald  was  twenty-nine,  while 
DuBois  Smith,  the  senior  partner,  was  ten  or  twelve  years  their 
senior. 

He  was  a  thick-set,  stoical  gentleman,  madly  in  love  with 
his   wife,   and   extremely  given  to  satisfj^ing   her  every  passing 
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whim.  His  married  life  provided  the  examples  for  the  daily 
arguments  of  the  two  junior  members  of  Devenish,  McQuelkin, 
and  Smith. 

For  Ronald  McQuelkin  was  in  love  with  all  women  and 
desperately  in  love  with  one  in  particular.  But  Milton  Devenish 
was  one  of  those  individuals  who  was  genuinely  opposed  to  any 
relations  whatsoever  with  the  opposite  and  fairer  sex. 

McQuelkin's  idea  of  a  life  of  true  happiness  was  a  loving 
wife  and  family,  a  little  cottage  where  they  might  all  live  in 
comfort,  and  an  income  sufficient  to  supply  the  needs  of  the 
occupants  of  his  love  nest.  He  used  DuBois  as  his  model,  and 
dreamed  fondly  of  the  day  when  he  would  find  himself  similarly 
fixed.  In  Ronald's  eyes  DuBois  was  happy  merely  indulging 
his  wife. 

Devenish,  on  the  other  hand,  wanted  "no  such  beastly 
settling  down."  He  desired  a  life  of  excitement;  of  thrills;  one 
of]  great  accomplishments.  In  his  estimation  the  only  pre- 
requisite for  such  a  life  was  singleness.  He,  too,  used  DuBois  as 
his  evidence,  pointing  out  how  often  he  had  to  stay  at  home  with 
his  wife,  and  all  the  good  times  that  shackled  personage  missed. 

So  we  see  how  inevitable  it  was  that  two  friends  of  such 
opposite  temperament,  ideals,  and  ambitions  should  argue. 

Ill 

Ronald's  face  bore  a  very  odd  expression  as  he  left  the 
parlor  in  which  he  and  his  friend  had  been  wrangling.  It  was 
one  of  violent  anger,  yet  not  uncontrollable  anger;  it  reflected 
insult,  but  not  stinging  insult;  and  above  all  it  had  a  sort  of 
far-away  look  that  might  have  been  likened  to  thoughts  of  one 
very  dear  and  tender  to  his  heart. 

As  he  entered  his  apartment  on  the  third  floor  of  the  magnifi- 
cent club,  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  photograph  of  a  very  beautiful 
and  attractive  girl;  and  his  expression  changed  in  a  brief  moment 
to  one  of  extreme  devotion,  which  was  exactly  what  was  to  be 
expected  of  a  young  man  in  love. 

Marian  Var  was  a  delicate  and  beautiful  creature;  a  girl 
with  whom  all  men  fell  in  love.  She  was  tall  and  slender;  her 
eyes  were  a  beautiful  deep  blue,  her  lashes  long;  and  a  fresh, 
tender  graciousness  seemed  to  permeate  her  very  surroundings. 
There  was  a  kind  of  aloofness  about  her — perhaps  it  might  have 
been  called  reserve — yet  she  was  of  the  type  that  attracts  people, 
winning    their    love     and     admiration     instantly.     As     Ronald 
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McQuelkin  would  put  it,  "There  was  a  divine  intoxication  in 
her  manner."  She  was  a  girl  who  would  fight  against  any  odds 
for  one  she  loved,  and  McQuelkin  entertained  hopes  of  one  day 
being  loved  by  her.  It  would  be  unnecessary  to  describe  his 
feelings  toward  her  after  the  look  in  his  eyes  as  he  beheld  her 
picture  there  in  his  room. 

He  walked  to  the  table  and  picked  it  up  with  both  hands. 
He  gazed  long  and  affectionately  at  it  as  though  expecting  a 
slight  word  or  smile,  and  then  laid  it  down  with  something  of 
a  sigh  and  passed  into  another  room. 

A  half  hour  later  he  emerged,  immaculately  attired  in  even- 
ing dress.  He  donned  a  dark  overcoat  and  derby,  drew  on  light 
tan  gloves,  and,  simultaneously  picking  up  a  yellow  malacca 
stick  and  looking  at  Marian  Var  in  photo,  he  left  his  apartment. 

In  the  hall  he  met  Devenish  who  grinned  broadly  and  chided, 
"Off  to  see  his  lady  fair  in  knightly  garbl" 

McQuelkin  took  a  vicious  swing  at  him  with  his  stick,  and 
stepped  into  the  waiting  elevator. 

"Milton  is  a  great  boy,  but  he  most  surely  disgusts  me  with 
his  radical  conception  of  life,"  he  muttered  as  the  car  dropped 
to  the  main  floor,  "but  he's  my  best  friend  with  it  all,  and  there 
never  was  a  better  fellow." 


IV 

Ronald  found  it  impossible  to  look  at  the  stage  when  Marian 
was  sitting  next  to  him.  He  made  a  manful  pretense  of  it  all 
right,  but  his  eyes  took  in  much  more  of  his  partner  than  of  the 
actors. 

He  did  follow  one  part  of  the  show,  however;  a  song  that 
ran  something  like  this: 

"  'I  want  to  go  where  you  go, 
Do  what  you  do. 
Love  when  you  love, 
Then  I'll  be  happy.'  " 
After  the  song  he  confided  to  Marian  that  his  feelings  toward 
her  were  identical  with  those  expressed  in  the  song,  but  she  merely 
replied,  "You're  a  nice  boy,  Ronny,"  and  squeezed  his  hand  a 
trifle.     Of  course  he  was  electrified  with  love,  but  she  gave  him 
no   more  encouragement  that  evening,  and   he  was  thus   domi- 
nated by  doubt  and  all  the  other  emotions  which  every  man  in 
love  experiences  when  he  feels  not  quite  sure  that  everything 
is  going  to  come  out  in  his  favor. 
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He  had  a  wonderful  evening,  though,  just  being  in  her 
company,  and  lay  awake  hours  that  night  thinking  of  her; 
visualizing  her,  and  living  over  in  his  thoughts  his  moments  of 
exotic  joy  with  her. 

Consequently,  the  next  day  he  was  not  as  well  prepared 
for  his  work  as  Devenish,  who  had  slept  with  the  calm  peace 
and  carefree  abandon  of  a  satisfied  bachelor.  And  so  when 
McQuelkin  entered  his  offices  and  was  immediately  summoned 
to  the  suite  of  DuBois  Smith,  he  went  there  in  a  weary  and  tired 
manner. 

"Good  morning,  Ronny,"  DuBois  greeted  him  in  his  cheery 
way,  "how's  the  boy.'  You  look  kind  of  blue  about  the  gills, 
as  it  were.     Been  keeping  late  hours  again.'" 

"Oh,  I  was  out  a  bit  later  than  usual  last  night." 

"Who  was  she  this  time.'"     DuBois  smiled. 

"How'd  you  know  I  had  a  lady  out.'"  demanded  Ron. 
"Has  Devenish  been  blowing  around  again.'" 

"No,  I  just  imagined  you  had  in  view  of  the  fact  that  you 
seldom  go  anywhere  without  a  girl." 

"May  I  inquire  why  you  send  for  me.'"  asked  McQuelkin, 
evidently  anxious  to  change  the  subject. 

"Oh,  certainly,  Ronny.  Pardon  me,"  Smith  laughed,  "I'm 
about  to  send  you  on  a  trip." 

"What?"  Ronald  gasped.  "I'm  happy  and  contented  right 
here." 

"Here's  the  situation,"  Smith  continued,  ignoring  McQuel- 
kin's  apparent  protestation;  "we  have  a  case  contesting  a  claim 
to  a  zinc  deposit  in  Colorado,  and  it's  imperative  that  we  have 
some  first  hand  knowledge  of  the  land  in  question.  So  I  want 
you  to  go  out  there  and  sort  of  scout  around  for  a  month  or  so, 
and  get  a  line  on  the  whole  thing.  The  town  is  Cochetopa, 
about  eighty  miles  south  of  Leadville.   Can  you  leave  tomorrow.'" 

"Well — er — I  hadn't  planned  on  leaving  town  at  all, — and 
a — I  was  sort  of — a — ." 

"Say,  do  you  know  what  you're  talking  about?"  snapped 
Smith,     "Out  with  it!     Don't  beat  around  the  bush!" 

"Well,  the  truth  of  it  is,  I  was  planning  on  getting — a — - 
getting  married!" 

"Hurrah!"  shouted  Smith,  the  perfect  husband.  "Con- 
gratulations!    Marry  her  today  and  take  her  with  you." 

"You  see,  I  can't  quite  do  that.  I  haven't  approached  her 
as  yet  on  the  question,"  McQuelkin  stammered. 


"Oh,  I  see.  Well  in  that  case,  I'd  propose  tonight  and  go 
to  Cochetopa  in  the  morning.  She'll  surely  wait  for  you.  And 
you  know,  Ronny,  'Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder'." 

"Doggone  it,  Smithy,  you  aren't  aiding  my  marital  aspira- 
tions a  little  bit,  but  I  suppose  I'll  have  to  bow  to  your  wishes," 
returned  the  smitten  one,  in  a  voice  devoid  of  all  expression. 

"That's  the  spirit,  Ron,  you'll  come  out  on  top  all  right." 

V 
"Is   A-Iiss   Var   at   home.'"   Ronald   spoke   into   the   mouth- 
e. 

A  servant's  voice  eleven  stories  up  answered,  "Yes,  she  is." 
"This  is  Ronald  McQuelkin.      I  think  she  is  expecting  me." 
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Deep  thought  was  written  in  the  face  of  Ronald  as  he  rode 
up  in  the  elevator;  deeper  thought  as  he  strode  down  the  corridor 
to  Marian  Var's  apartment;  and  still  deeper  thought  as  he  sat 
waiting  for  her  in  her  small,  well-furnished  drawing  room.  He 
was  thinking  hard,  apparently  to  arrive  at  some  decision,  and 
also  quite  apparently  arriving  at  none.  It  was  thus  that  Mari 
found  him. 

"Good  evening,  Ronald,"  she  crooned,  offering  both  her 
hands  to  him,  "how  are  you,  and  what  is  this  important  thing 
you  have  to  tell  me.''  Probably  nothing  at  all.  Aien  so  often 
make  much  over  little." 

"Oh,  but  not  this  time,  Marian.  This  is  really  making  very 
little  over  much." 

"Well  break  the  suspense,  please.  It's  more  than  I  can 
stand,  almost,"  she  pleaded  smiling  prettily  at  him. 

Either  the  smile  or  the  situation  caused  him  to  remain 
silent  for  some  time.  Then  suddenly,  "Marian,  I  have  to  go 
away  tomorrow." 

"Oh,  how  terrible.     Where  to,  and  for  what.'" 

"Colorado — " 

"Oh!     You  haven't  T.  B.  have  you.'" 

"Thank  heaven,  no — but  really  Aiarian,  this  is  serious. 
I  have  to  go  on  business,  and  there's  no  definite  telling  how 
long  I'll  be  gone, — and — er — " 

"Yes,  Ronald?"  she  asked  coyly. 

"Why — er — the  substance  of  what  I  want  to  tell  you  that 
I — a — I  love  you,  Marian,  and  I  want  you  to  wait  for  me  until 
I  get  back." 

"Ronald,  why — ,"  she  gasped. 
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"Please  don't  say  anything.  I  never  really  knew  what  love 
was  until  tonight — or  rather  until  the  moment  I  first  saw  you; 
and,  Marian,  I  have  a  new  conception  of  love  from  having  met 
you.  I  used  to  think  that  love  needed  love  in  return;  that  it 
needed  vows  and  tender  caresses,  or  it  would  die.  But  my  love 
for  you  can  never  die,  Marian,  for  if  one  really  cares  he  needs 
no  love  in  return.  So  don't  answer  me  tonight.  Wait  until  I 
return.  1  may  have  made  you  hate  me  tonight  for  this — per- 
haps you  pity  me,  but  I  hope  you'll  love  me.  Think  of  what  I 
have  said  to  you  when  I  am  gone;  and  when  I  come  back,  give 
me  your  answer." 

Ronald  rose,  looking  fondl)'  at  Marian  Var  a  moment,  and 
left  her  apartment. 

In  the  course  of  a  week  he  was  telling  his  love  to  the  snow- 
clad  mountains  of  Colorado;  day-dreaming  'midst  the  grandeur 
of  Western  panorama. 

VI 

McQuelkin's  life  out  there  in  the  W^est  was  more  of  a  glorious 
sojourn  than  a  business  trip.  True,  he  had  certain  duties  to 
discharge,  but  they  were  all  of  the  exploring  variety,  and  as,  he 
explored,  as  it  were,  on  horseback,  he  had  very  little  monotonous 
work  in  his  curriculum.  He  was  trusted  with  the  ascertainment 
of  the  value  of  several  zinc  deposits  which  were  thought  to  exist 
near  the  hamlet  of  Cochetopa  (in  reality  it  was  only  a  cross- 
roads with  a  few  false-front  stores). 

He  lived  alone  in  a  small  hut  a  few  miles  from  the  so-called 
town,  and  just  on  the  boundary  of  the  ranch  of  Thomas  Kane, 
reputed  to  be  the  largest  land  owner  in  the  state.  He  took  his 
meals  with  the  punchers  employed  by  Kane,  enjoyed  a  wonderful 
life  in  the  great  outdoors,  and  spent  a  goodly  portion  of  his  time 
at  the  cross-road's  inn  where  ice-cream  sodas  were  passed  over 
a  counter  that  had  once  supported  much  stronger  concoctions. 

It  was  difficult  to  find  out  much  about  the  zinc  deposits, 
but  he  had  overheard  bits  of  conversation  which  belied  their 
presence;  also  that  they  had  much  value.  But  with  it  all  he 
found  it  continually  more  difficult  to  keep  Marian  off  his  mind. 

Day  and  night  he  built  air-castles,  always  with  her  as  the 
central  figure.  Indeed  he  planned  his  entire  life — giving  her  a 
prominent  place  in  it. 

And  then,  like  a  thunder-bolt  out  of  a  clear  sky,  it  happened. 
It  changed  his  plans;  it  shattered  his  air-castles — and  it  worried 
him. 
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Ronald  McQuelkin  met  Dorothy  Kane,  the  exquisite 
daughter  of  the  ranchman  near  whose  tract  he  lived.  It  hap- 
pened suddenly,  their  meeting. 

It  seemed  he  had  been  riding  one  day  when  his  horse  slipped 
and  fell,  throwing  him  off  into  a  stony  stream-bed.  He  hit 
a  sharp  stone  and  lapsed  into  unconsciousness.  No  one  knows 
how  long  he  remained  in  that  state — not  even  he — but  the 
trouble  all  began  when  he  opened  his  eyes. 

He  blinked,  gasped  a  little,  and  blurted  out,  "Where  am  IT 
and  then  beheld  the  most  beautiful  pair  of  deep  brown  eyes  that 
he  had  ever  seen  in  the  world.  Next,  he  beheld  the  most  beauti- 
ful face  that  he  had  ever  seen  in  all  the  world,  and  then,  he 
thought,  he  was  beholding  the  most  beautiful,  perfect  girl  in 
all  the  world. 

"Who  are  you.'"  he  managed  to  say. 

"I'm  Dorothy  Kane,"  she  answered  sweetly,  "and  j'ou'd 
better  not  talk;  it  will  make  your  head  ache." 

"Bufwhere'd  you  come  from?"  he  persisted. 

"I  found  you  with  a  bad  cut  in  your  head,  and  now  you 
keep  still  and  I'll  go  for  aid,"  and  adjusting  an  improvised 
bandage  which  she  had  placed  on  his  head,  and  giving  him  a 
drink  of  water  from  her  canteen,  she  mounted  her  horse  and 
rode  out  of  sight. 

Ronald  was  spell-bound,  mystified,  speechless,  and  very 
much  delighted  about  the  accident  that  had  befallen  him.  He 
turned  his  head  in  the  direction  she  had  started  off,  and  found 
it  pained  him  terribly.  He  started  to  raise  his  arm  and  found 
that  it  pained  him  too,  so  he  settled  down  as  comfortably  as 
possible  and  soon  forgot  his  physical  agony  in  the  pleasant 
meditations  of  his  befuddled  brain.  He  soon  dropped  olT  into 
a  slumber  and  dreamt  of  two  wondrous  brown  eyes. 

He  was  aroused  by  the  sound  of  hoofs  and  saw  a  big  wagon 
drawn  by  two  horses  pulling  up  near  where  he  lay.  Two  big, 
powerful  ranchers  in  the  proverbial  chaps  and  broad-brimmed 
hats  hopped  out  and  sauntered  over  to  him. 

"Wal,  pard,  you  seem  to  be  a  mite  out  o'  luck,"  drawled  one. 

"Seems  like  it,"  answered  Ron,  looking  toward  the  wagon 
wherein  sat  Dorothy. 

"Wal,  we'll  soon  git  you  to  the  doc,  and  he'll  have  you 
runnin'  inside  of  a  week,  or  I'm  plum  loco,"  the  other  puncher 
predicted. 
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"Come  on,  git  a  hold  here,  Joe,"  snapped  Alike  Kane,  the 
larger  of  the  two,  "and  we'll  h'ist  him  inter  the  wagon." 

"Do  be  careful  of  him,  Mike,"  pleaded  Dorothy  from  the 
wagon. 

"Silence,  sis;  me  and  Joe's  doin'  this." 

Ronald  was  placed  in  the  rear  seat  of  the  wagon  with 
Dorothy  who  helped  bundle  him  up,  the  two  men  climbed  onto 
the  front  seat,  and  the  journey  started. 

The  big  ranch  wagon  bounced  along  rapidly  over  the  rough, 
unpaved  roads,  causing  a  great  deal  of  pain  to  Ronald's  injured 
arm  and  head, — but  in  spite  of  his  discomfiture  he  enjoyed  that 
three-mile  ride  to  the  Kane  ranch  in  the  same  seat  with  Dorothy 
more  than  any  ride  of  his  existence.  He  lay  back  and  gazed 
at  her  when  she  wasn't  looking,  and  he  marveled  at  her  ex- 
ceptional beauty;  but  the  most  astonishing  thing  he  did  was  to 
forget  Marian  Var.  Dorothy  wouldn't  let  him  talk  to  her,  but 
she  couldn't  stop  his  looking  at  her. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  house,  he  was  carried  in  and 
placed  in  bed.  The  doctor  was  called,  and  the  injured  young 
man's  head  and  arm  were  swathed  in  bandages.  Then  followed 
several  days  under  the  tender  care  of  Dorothy.  The  injuries 
he  had  received  healed  rapidly,  but  the  injury  done  to  his  heart 
was  irreparable.  During  his  convalescence  she  read  to  him, 
talked  to  him,  and  occasionally  played  the  piano  for  him.  They 
grew  very  fond  of  each  other,  and  after  he  was  able  to  be  about 
they  took  long  walks  around  the  ranch  and  surrounding  country. 

Ronald,  feeling  especially  strong  and  ambitious  one  day, 
suggested  that  they  pack  a  lunch  and  ride  up  into  the  moun- 
tains a  short  distance.  Dorothy  was  willing,  so  they  started 
out.  They  rode  leisurely  until  midday,  taking  their  lunch  on 
the  banks  of  a  little  mountain  stream. 

"I  shouldn't  wonder  if  there  were  trout  here,  Ron,"  she 
remarked. 

"I  wish  I  had  a  rod.      I  love  to  fish,"  said  Ron. 

"It  isn't  necessary  to  have  a  rod  to  catch  fish,  Ron." 

"Well  I  don't  know  about  that.  Did  you  ever  get  any 
without  a  rod.^" 

"Oh,  my,  yes.  Lots  of  them,"  she  spoke,  looking  at  him 
slyly. 

"Say,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  he  answered. 
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"You  don't?  Why  I  thought  everyone  knew  how  to  do 
that." 

"Well  I  don't." 

She  arose  and  walked  over  to  the  stream,  knelt  down  and 
extended  her  arm  as  far  down  into  the  water  as  she  could  reach. 
"Now  you  come  here  and  watch,"  she  said  to  Ronald. 

He  walked  over  near  her.  "I  don't  see  anything  unusual," 
he  smiled.  ' 

"Just  be  patient  and  I'll  catch  a  fish  for  you." 

Catching  fish  by  this  method  requires  the  steadiest  of  nerves 
and  a  very  quick  hand.  It  is  not  entirely  impossible  to  get  them 
in  the  manner  Dorothy  was  demonstrating,  but  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  luck  in  such  a  catch.  Ronald  had  watched  for  a  short 
time,  when  to  his  amazement  a  little  trout  came  slowly  up  to 
the  arm  in  the  water,  apparently  fascinated  by  its  glowing 
whiteness.  It  circled  about,  coming  nearer  and  nearer,  yet  with 
the  utmost  of  caution.  Finally  when  it  was  almost  in  the  palm 
of  Dorothy's  hand,  she  struck  for  it,  simultaneously  closing  her 
hand.  In  lunging  for  the  fish,  she  lost  her  balance  and  went 
head  over  heels  into  the  clear  waters  of  the  stream. 

Ronald  dashed  into  the  water  and  carried  her  to  safety. 
He  held  her  in  his  arms  for  a  moment  on  the  bank  and  their 
eyes  met. 

That's  all  there  was  to  it.  They  were  married  the  follow- 
ing week  and  took  the  train  back  east  for  their  honeymoon. 

"That's  a  very  good  way  to  catch  fish,  don't  you  think, 
Ronny.'"'  Dorothy  asked  one  day  after  their  marriage. 

"Not  so  good  as  far  as  I  can  see.  You  didn't  catch  any 
fish,"  returned  the  young  husband. 

"Oh,  didn't  I  catch  any  fish.'"  she  asked  innocently. 

VII 

Their  happiness  was  unmarred,  Ronald  being  tremendously 
proud  of  his  marvelous  bride  and  anxiously  waiting  to  introduce 
her  to  his  friends;  and  Dorothy  being  equally  proud  of  her  good- 
looking  young  husband. 

However,  as  the  train  neared  their  destination,  Ronald 
began  to  wonder  what  he  was  going  to  do  with  the  girl  whom  he 
had  asked  to  wait  for  him. 

"Of  course,  I  didn't  really  love  her,"  he  mused  in  an  under- 
tone. 
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"What  did  you  say,  dear?"  asked  Dorothy  from  her  seat 
next  to  him. 

"Ah — oh — I — er — I  just  said  I'm  such  a  lucky  lover." 

"What  do  you  mean.'" 

"Why — a — to  win  so  wonderful  a  wife,  dearest.'' 

But  Ronald,  in  spite  of  his  affected  carefree  attitude,  was 
very  much  worried  and  dreaded  the  time  when  he  would  have 
to  face  Marian  Var. 

The  train  arrived  late,  and  Ronald  and  his  bride  went 
directly  to  a  hotel.  The  next  morning  Ronald  arose  early  and 
went  immediately  to  his  offices  to  gain  the  advice  of  DuBois 
Smith  in  the  matter  which  was  troubling  him.  DuBois  was 
busy  and  in  the  time  he  was  waiting  he  reviewed,  to  the  minutest 
detail,  all  his  experiences  on  that  brief  trip  to  the  West.  He 
recalled  how  he  had  started  out,  wondering  how  he  could  live 
without  Marian;  how  he  had  thought  and  dreamt  of  her;  and 
how  he  had  longed  to  return  to  her.  And  then  he  recalled  his 
accident  and  his  peculiar  meeting  with  Dorothy;  how  she  had 
taken  care  of  him  during  the  time  he  was  laid  up;  and  last  of 
all  he  recalled  how  he  had  forgotten  everything  else,  even  his 
business,  while  he  fell  in  love  with  this  newly-met  girl.  Those 
few  weeks  seemed  detached  from  the  rest  of  his  life.  He  had 
been  in  an  environment  new  to  him;  he  had  been  among  a  kind, 
friendly  people  who  had  treated  him  as  one  of  their  own;  and 
he  had  experienced  emotions  entirely  new  to  him  who  had 
always  lived  in  the  comparative  stuffiness  of  a  city. 

The  door  suddenly  opened  and  DuBois  greeted  him  cheerily, 
"Well,  well  Ronny,  how's  everything — and  what's  the  matter 
with   your  arm?" 

"Oh,  I  broke  it,  but — ." 

"You    did.     How?" 

"A  horse  threw  me;  but  Smithy  I'm  in  a  jam.  I  need 
advice  and  I  need  lots  of  it." 

"What's  the  trouble?" 

"Well,  you  know  I  told  you  before  I  left  that  I  was  going 
to  get  married." 

"Yes,  I  remember,"  answered  Smith. 

"Well,  I  asked  this  girl  to  wait  for  me  until  I  returned  and 
I  think  she  said  she  would.  Now  here's  the  trouble.  While  I 
was  out  there  I  met  a  wonderful  girl  and  I  fell  deeply  in  love 
with  her,  and  before  I  realized  it  we  were  married." 
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"I  should  think  you  are  in  a  jam,  boy,"  DuBois  mused, 
whistling  softly. 

"Now  what  can  I  do  with  Marian?" 

"Which  one  is  Marian?" 

"The  one  I  asked  to  wait  for  me." 

"Hmmmm.  Say,  by  the  way — what's  this  Marian's  last 
name?" 

"Var— Marian  Var." 

"Var!"     DuBois  shouted. 

"Yes.     What  are  you  yelling  about?" 

DuBois  settled  back  in  his  chair  and  laughed  until  his  rotund 
body  shook  from  head  to  foot. 

"What's  wrong  with  you?  I  fail  to  see  anything  so  humor- 
ous," snapped  McQuelkin. 

DuBois  stopped  laughing  only  long  enough  to  remark,  "I 
don't  think  you  need  worry  much  about  her." 

"I  wish  you'd  stop  your  confounded  nonsense  and  tell  me 
what  causes  you  so  much  enjoyment,"  pleaded  Ronald,  very 
much  bewildered. 

DuBois  turned  inquiringly  to  Ronald,  "Didn't  you  know 
that  Milton  Devenish  married  her  two  weeks  ago?" 

Meditation 

Jerome  Travis 

The  pathways  of  life  are  beaten  hard 

O'er  hill  and  through  the  dale, 
By  the  side  of  mighty  towering  cliffs 

Where  the  waves  prolong  their  wail. 
I  know  not  where  my  road  may  lead. 

But  traverse  it  I  will. 
It  may  take  me  into  a  thankless  task. 

To  the  foot  of  a  pathless  hill. 
It  may  take  me  far  from  the  haunts  of  man. 

Through  a  lonely  and  desolate  day. 
O,  why  do  I  take  the  unknown  road, 

So  far  from  the  usual  way? 
Onward  and  upward  I'll  ever  stride. 

With  a  cheerful  soul  the  while. 
A  worthy  goal  I  can  achieve; 

I'll  conquer  it  and  smile. 
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The  House  of  Death 

John   Ebebth 

OVER  a  dreary  country  landscape  the  demons  of  the  air  had 
been  set  loose  by  the  powers  above  to  work  havoc  on  the 
earth.  Vivid  flashes  of  white-hot  lightning  glared  blindingly 
through  the  wildly  thrashing  boughs  of  the  forest  monarchs. 
Crash  followed  crash  as  the  thunder  rolled  and  reverberated 
through  the  dense  atmosphere.  The  rain  pelted  down  in  huge 
globules  of  water,  which  were  whipped  unmercifully  by  the 
roaring  wind  into  solid  sheets  of  liquid. 

Through  this  tumult  and  clamor  of  the  elements,  a  solitary 
traveler  fought  his  way  against  the  fiercely  resisting  tempest. 
His  only  garment  of  protection  was  a  suitcoat,  which  might  as 
well  have  been  absent  for  all  the  good  it  did.  Long  since  had 
he  been  drenched  to  the  skin,  and  the  back  of  his  coat  was  so 
sleek  that  it  reflected  the  incessant  lightning  as  might  a  mirror. 
He  was  fast  becoming  exhausted  now,  and  the  dampness  that 
clogged  his  nostrils  forced  him  to  gasp  for  precious  breath. 
Ah,  for  a  haven!  But  no  sign  of  a  human  habitation  greeted  his 
frantic  eyes. 

Suddenly,  as  he  staggered  to  one  side,  there  loomed  out  of 
the  haze  a  dismal-looking  house  a  short  distance  from  the  road. 
In  the  lightning's  fitful  light  he  could  see  that  weeds  grew  tall 
in  the  front  yard,  throwing  their  rank  masses  over  a  broken 
walk.  Approaching  nearer  he  perceived  that  the  house  was 
apparently  untenanted,  for  the  windows  were  covered  with 
rough  boards,  while  the  doorsill  lay  at  a  crazy  angle. 

Thankful  for  any  shelter,  poor  as  it  might  be,  the  wanderer 
reached  forth  his  hand  to  grasp  the  doorknob.  To  his  utter 
amazement  the  door  flew  open  before  he  could  touch  it,  making 
a  grating  noise  in  the  rusty  hinges.  Astounded  at  this  revela- 
tion, the  man  faltered,  then,  thinking  he  was  a  victim  of  a  dis- 
ordered imagination,  he  stepped  inside.  Hardly  had  he  passed 
the  threshold,  when  the  door  slammed  shut  with  a  jar  that  shook 
the  house  to  its  foundations,  leaving  him  in  total  darkness. 

With  trembling  hands  the  self-made  prisoner  strove  to  light 
his  soggy  matches.  Finally  one  flickered  into  flame,  revealing 
directly  before  him  a  small  table  on  which  was  set  an  oil  lamp. 
To  light  this  was  the  work  of  an  instant.  In  the  weird,  yellow 
illumination   produced   he  saw  disclosed   a   small   room   bare  of 


furniture,  but  of  such  a  ghasth^  appearance  that  he  shuddered 
as  if  in  the  throes  of  a  convulsion.  On  the  floor  opposite  him 
lay  some  huge  knives  which  bore  unmistakable  signs  of  blood. 
On  the  left  wall  there  hung  three  skulls  which  grinned  liorribh' 
out  of  hollow  eyes.  On  the  floor  beneath  were  two  human  hands, 
freshly  severed.  On  the  right  was  suspended  a  gaping  noose 
with  a  rope  that  showed  considerable  signs  of  wear.  Other 
implements  of  fiendish  butchery  were  scattered  promiscuously 
about  the  room. 

The  terror-stricken  captive  turned  to  flee,  but  his  eyes 
nearly  started  from  their  sockets  when  he  saw  in  front  of  the 
door  which  he  had  so  recently  entered  a  ghostly  shape  which 
raised  accusing  arms  toward  him.  In  a  frenzy  of  momentary 
courage  he  seized  one  of  the  great  knives  and  hurled  it  at  the 
apparition,  which  vanished  like  a  mist  into  thin  air,  and  the 
keen  blade  smote  deep  into  the  door  with  a  twang  of  tuned 
steel.  As  if  in  answer  to  the  cry  of  the  weapon,  there  rose  an 
unearthly  wail,  at  first  low  in  pitch,  but  rising  steadily  to  the 
tone  of  the  shrieks  of  departed  spirits. 

For  a  full  half-minute  the  furthest  reaches  of  the  house 
echoed  and  re-echoed  to  this  sound  of  unhuman  agony.  Then 
came  an  abrupt  silence — a  silence  of  the  grave,  which  was  broken 
by  a  thunderous  crash  which  rent  the  dwelling  from  attic  to 
cellar  in  one  mighty  cataract  of  noise.  The  man  stood  appalled 
at  this  demoniac  demonstration;  his  eyes  were  of  the  color  of 
lead;  his  lips  trembled  in  a  purple  fever;  his  dilating  nostrils 
cast  grotesque  shadows  on  his  ashen  cheeks;  he  was  sustained 
from  an  instantaneous  collapse  only  by  the  small  table,  on 
which  he  leaned  heavily. 

But  this  was  not  all!  He  was  attracted  by  something 
peculiar  on  his  left.  Raising  faltering  eyes  to  the  wall,  he  saw 
something  which  arrested  the  flow  of  blood  in  his  veins,  for  lo! 
the  eyeless  sockets  of  the  central  skull  glowed  like  two  burning 
coals!  They  burned  straight  through  his  muddled  brains,  heat- 
ing his  head  to  a  bursting  temperature.  He  clasped  his  hand 
to  his  forehead — for  the  skull  was  emitting  a  harsh,  grating  laugh. 
Yes,  it  laughed,  and  then  spoke  in  accents  of  stone,  "No  one 
leaves  alive  the  House  of  Death." 

Slowly  faded  the  ruddy  orbs  of  the  bony  head,  and  as  their 
light  disappeared  there  again  sounded  that  abominable  laugh, 
sinister  and  foreboding.  At  the  same  moment  a  heavy  clanking 
began   on    the   floor   above.     Clank-clank-clank;   the    ring   of   a 
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heavy  chain;  the  clang  of  fetters  of  a  bonded  soul.  They  were 
being  dragged  to  and  fro,  judging  from  the  direction  of  the 
noise,  but  suddenly  stopped  with  the  utterance  of  a  piercing 
shriek.  This  ascended  in  a  steady  crescendo  until  it  resembled 
the  whistle  of  the  wind  without,  and  without  a  pause  descended 
to  a  scarcely  discernible  moan,  or  rather  a  groan  of  suppressed 
torture. 

Again  all  sounds  ceased  until  the  quiet  became  more  un- 
bearable than  the  unknown  disturbances.  This  was  not  to  last 
long,  however;  somewhere  on  a  stairway  in  the  rear  of  the  house 
was  something  descending.  A  heavy  tread  it  was,  which  made 
the  floor  vibrate,  but  so  incredibly  slow!  One  step — then  a 
pause  of  a  minute — another  step,  this  time  accompanied  by  the 
creaking  of  the  stairs  as  if  sustaining  a  tremendous  weight. 
Another  step,  and  another — faster  now — the  phantom  must  be 
near  the  bottom.  Three  more  steps  in  rapid  succession;  so 
rapid,  indeed,  as  to  occasion  a  fall  of  immense  violence.  The 
ensuing  silence  was  broken  by  a  gurgle,  a  veritable  death  rattle 
in  the  throat  of  the  unseen. 

In  a  frenzy  of  terror  the  man  looked  about  him  for  some 
weapon  of  defense  as  he  heard  the  step  recommence.  It  was 
nearer — nearer — it  must  be  just  out  of  sight  in  the  darkness  of 
the  rear  room.  At  this  second  a  large  revolver  dropped  at  the 
very  feet  of  the  man  nearly  crazy  with  fright.  Seizing  it  with 
palsied  grip,  he  turned  to  face  his  fate,  but  fell  back  aghast  at 
the  sight  which  confronted  his  eyes.  There,  in  the  noose  which 
a  moment  before  had  been  empty,  dangled  a  human  figure  with 
features  horrible  to  look  upon.  The  bulging  eyes  and  gaping 
mouth  betokened  a  lifeless  corpse,  except  for  one  thing;  the  hands 
were  twitching  like  the  tail  of  an  annihilated  snake.  Yet  no, 
the  creature  was  not  dead.  Its  eyes  rolled  about  and  fastened 
a  glassy  stare  on  the  cringing  victim,  while  from  out  the  dis- 
torted throat  gushed  the  same  fiendish  laugh. 

"No  one  leaves  alive  the  House  of  Death,"  continued  the 
frightful  voice.  The  man  could  stand  no  more,  and  raising  the 
pistol  he  held  in  his  hand,  he  fired  point-blank.  A  real  bullet 
hissed  through  the  air  and  thudded  into  the  wall  opposite  with- 
out leaving  so  much  as  a  mark  on  the  hanging  form.  Again  he 
fired,  and  again,  until  six  cartridges  had  been  used  and  the  gun 
was  empty.  It  then  tumbled  from  his  weakening  hand,  for  he 
saw  the  ghost  raise  its  twisting  arms  toward  him  and  begin  to 
move  slowly  through  the  smoky  room.     He  backed  away  before 
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it  until  he  felt  his  back  against  the  wall,  and  then  he  gave  up 
every  last  vestige  of  hope  for  his  life.  But  wait — his  hand 
touched  the  doorknob  which  had  before  been  operated  by  spirits. 
He  gave  it  a  wrench,  and  the  door  flew  wide  open,  admitting  a 
powerful  gust  of  wind  and  rain  into  the  interior.  Although  the 
flying  phantom  made  a  desperate  lunge  at  him,  he  turned  and 
escaped  into  the  night. 

Thinking  only  to  put  as  much  space  as  possible  between 
himself  and  the  house  of  horrors,  the  man  dashed  wildly  on. 
He  could  not  see  where  he  was  running,  nor  did  he  care.  Sudden- 
ly he  felt  the  earth  give  way  beneath  his  feet,  and  clutching  at 
the  air  in  despair,  he  plunged  headlong  over  a  towering  precipice, 
and  met  a  cruel  fate  on  the  jagged  rocks  many  feet  below. 

For  a  moment  after  the  terrified  man  had  fled  the  house  all 
was  quiet.  Then  a  man  stepped  out  from  the  rear  room  and 
closed  the  front  door.  He  was  an  ordinary  man, — and  smiling! 
He  picked  up  one  of  the  bloody  hands  that  were  on  the  floor 
and  surveyed  it  with  a  critical  eye.  "One  of  the  nicest  wax 
imitations  I  ever  saw,"  he  murmured.  "It  certainly  did  its 
part  tonight."  He  took  down  the  hanging  corpse,  which  proved 
to  be  a  cloth  dummy.     The  mystery  was  revealed. 

This  man  was  a  magician,  a  professor  of  Black  Art.  He  was 
traveling  from  town  to  town  with  his  paraphernalia,  giving  his 
decapitating  and  spirit  acts  as  he  went.  He,  too,  had  been 
forced  to  seek  shelter  from  the  storm  in  the  old  house,  and  sus- 
pecting that  he  might  have  visitors,  he  thought  that  he  would 
arrange  a  little  surprise  for  them  in  the  form  of  a  practical  joke. 
When  he  saw  how  he  was  succeeding  with  his  victim,  he  could 
not  bear  to  stop  as  he  had  intended,  but  instead  brought  all  his 
tricks  into  play,  with  the  aforetold  result. 

Now  he  was  gathering  up  his  implements  of  deceit  to  pack 
them  away,  when  a  terrific  shock  occurred  which  threw  him  on 
the  floor.  As  he  sat  there  he  saw  the  door  swing  back  slowly, 
very  slowly.  Surely  the  wind  would  open  it  quickly.  What 
could  it  be?  The  door  finally  was  wide  open,  and  there  in  the 
middle  of  the  threshold  stood  a  human  figure,  faint  and  hazy, 
but  with  burning  eyes.  It  was  the  man  who  had  so  recently 
fled — yet  not  the  man,  for  the  magician  could  see  the  wall 
behind  him! 

Ah,  those  eyes,  those  scorching  orbs  of  fire.  The  lips  moved, 
but  not  a  word  issued  forth.     The  figure  moved  forward  a  step, 
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but  no  sound  came  from  the  swishing  garments  or  the  treading 
feet.  The  magician  knew  that  at  last  he  was  face  to  face  with 
a  real  spirit,  and  he  realized  why.  He  knew  that  the  poor 
creature  with  whom  he  had  played  had  met  its  end  out  in  the 
blackness.  He  saw  the  mute  witness  before  him  point  to  itself, 
and  then  lift  an  accusing  finger  at  him  even  as  his  dummy  had 
done.  A  cold  fear  chilled  his  heart.  He  who  had  played  with 
Death  was  now  afraid  of  It! 

It  was  now  his  turn  to  retreat  from  the  awful  presence  of 
the  returned  dead.  As  he  backed  away  the  ghost  raised  and 
shook  both  hands  in  a  gesture  of  rage — and  the  magician  col- 
lapsed in  mortal  agony,  falling  full  on  the  cutlass  on  the  floor, 
which  pierced  him  through,  its  point  emerging  bathed  in  rip- 
pling blood! 

The  room  was  empty.  The  wind  was  blowing  fiercely  in 
through  the  open  door.  The  floor  was  wet  with  rain  and  a 
show  of  crimson.  Three  skulls  still  hung  on  the  wall  looking 
out  over  the  carnage.  Crumpled  on  the  floor  lay  the  clayey 
mass  that  once  was  man.  And  sounding  clear  of  the  storm  was 
a  mysterious,  bell-like  voice — . 

"No  one  leaves  alive  the  House  of  Death." 
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An  Evening  at  Home 

William  Lucas 

OUR  house  was  one  of  a  hundred.  It  had  more  inexplicable 
noises  during  a  night  than  a  seance  ever  had.  The  numer- 
ous candles  around  the  rooms  would  sometimes  flicker  when  no 
breeze  stirred  the  air;  the  stairs  would  creak  when  no  one  was 
near.  With  the  superstition  of  }'Outh  I  always  dreaded  the 
place. 

One  night,  the  folks  being  out  of  town,  I  was  left  alone 
except  for  the  butler  who  seemed  miles  away.  No  sleep  had 
come  to  me  since  I  first  crept  into  bed,  for  a  March  windstorm 
was  raging  without. 

The  shutter  on  the  window  slammed  again,  and  I  simul- 
taneously sank  deeper  under  the  covers  of  the  bed.  Several 
minutes  ago — it  seemed  hours — the  candle  on  the  table  had 
gone  out,  so  that  now  the  room  was  in  perfect  darkness. 

The  wind  howled,  the  house  groaned,  and  I  shivered.  Then 
I  began  to  get  thirsty.  There  being  no  alternative,  I  got  out  of 
bed  and  managed  to  find  some  matches  and  another  candle, 
after  which  I  began  the  wary  descent  on  the  creaking  staircase. 

When  I  was  about  all  the  way  down,  a  light  appeared  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  hall.  I  hesitated,  so  did  it.  I  started  again, 
and  it  also.  Behind  the  light  I  could  just  discern  a  dim  figure. 
By  that  time  my  knees  were  shaking  so  my  foot  slipped,  and  I 
fell  the  remaining  few  steps.     My  candle  was  extinguished. 

The  other  light  was  also  gone,  but  I  grabbed  a  vase,  which  I 
could  barely  see,  and  slowly  went  in  the  direction  of  the  suspected 
intruder.  Finally  I  saw  a  faint  outline  of  someone  ahead  of  me, 
so  I  raised  the  vase  and  threw  it  with  all  my  trembling  strength. 

A  deafening  crash  reverberated  throughout  the  house,  then 
all  was  silent.  I  dared  not  look  in  the  direction  aimed  at,  until 
at  last  curiosity  overcame  fear.  The  throw  had  been  successful. 
I  had  smashed  the  long  mirror  opposite  the  stairs. 

After  several  minutes  of  recuperation,  I  again  began  to 
search  for  the  kitchen.  This  time,  being  more  fortunate,  I 
obtained  the  original  object  of  my  search,  and  drank  heartily. 

I  had  found  another  candle  and  had  started  back  to  the 
bedroom  when  I  stepped  on  one  of  my  brother's  roller  skates. 
The  result  was  disastrous,  as  the  small  hall  table,  with  a  precious 
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antique  jar  on  it,  stopped  my  short  flight.  Table  and  jar  went 
over. 

As  that  was  the  third  candle  I  had  used,  I  determined  to 
make  my  way  without  further  light.  Things  went  fine  until  I 
tripped  over  a  rug  and  unconsciously  reached  out  for  support. 
A  priceless  Persian  tapestry,  hanging  on  the  wall,  was  the  unlucky 
object  I  grabbed.     We  went  down,  together  with  some  plaster. 

By  now  my  temper  was  fully  aroused,  and,  infuriated  by 
the  darkness  and  by  the  devastation  I  had  done,  I  resolved  to 
get  back  in  bed  if  it  was  the  last  thing  I  ever  did.  But  I  set 
out  at  an  entirely  too  swift  pace  in  the  direction  I  thought  the 
stairs  to  be.  A  hard  wall  was  the  next  impediment  to  my 
progress. 

The  unexpected  blow  dazed  me  for  a  moment,  and  when  I 
next  looked  up,  I  dimly  saw  a  white  figure  approaching  from  the 
vicinity  of  the  dining  room.  I  could  just  discern  the  shape  in 
the  darkness.  It  appeared  to  be  about  six  feet  tall,  and  walked 
with  a  queer  sway  from  side  to  side.  With  a  yell  remarkable 
for  my  age,  I  crouched  behind  what  I  knew  to  be  a  large  chair. 

At  the  sound  of  my  voice,  the  apparition  hesitated,  then 
sprang  in  my  direction.  I  nearly  succumbed  to  nature,  but  my 
remaining  strength  returned  in  time  to  allow  me  to  push  the 
chair  before  the  onrushing  figure.  The  ghost  swore,  and  tried 
to  regain  its  equilibrium,  during  which  time  I  felt  my  way  into 
the  library  and  sought  another  candle.  I  was  not  successful, 
but  groped  for  a  heavy  book  in  case  the  creature  still  persist-, 
ed  in  pursuing  me,  which  it  did. 

Ordinarily  I  am  not  much  of  a  thrower,  but  in  spite  of  the 
darkness  and  my  fright,  the  book  landed  with  fair  accuracy  on 
the  thing's  head.  That  was  a  great  mistake,  for  in  a  second  the 
book  came  back  in  my  direction,  but  fortunately  missed  me  and 
hit  a  clock  on  the  mantel.     The  clock  was  precipitated. 

With  a  leap  the  monster  was  on  me.  I  struggled  to  release 
his  grip,  but  to  no  avail.  We  fought  desperately  for  several 
minutes,  until  we  both  tripped  and  fell  against  a  portable  book- 
case. The  impetus  brought  the  mass  of  books  over  on  us.  That 
was  all  I  remember. 


As  I  opened  my  eyes,  I  saw  the  golden  sunlight  streaming 
through  the  windows.  It  was  a  wonderful  day.  But  then  I 
looked  around  me. 


The  house  was  a  wreck.  On  the  floor  next  to  me  was  James, 
the  butler,  whose  white  nightshirt  was  partly  obliterated  by 
numerous  volumes  of  books  on  etiquette. 

Chairs  were  overturned,  rugs  out  of  order,  in  fact  it  looked 
like  the  close  of  a  five-minute  remnant  sale.  Luckily  there  was 
one  thing  unharmed,  that  was  the  fish  bowl.  After  one  more 
look  around  the  room,  I  removed  a  book  from  my  neck,  and, 
placing  it  under  my  head,  once  more  gave  myself  over  to  the 
comforting  powers  of  sleep. 


My  Thoughts 

Doris  TRAtHACEN 

My  thoughts  are  as  a  flock  of  sheep. 

They  browse  through  meadows  cool  and  deep. 

They  wander  o'er  the  traveled  way 

And  keep  in  order  all  the  day. 

At  night,  when  all  the  world's  asleep, 

I  have  no  power  o'er  my  sheep. 

They  scurry  off,  and  seek  to  find 

The  hiding  places  of  the  wind. 

The  cup  that  catches  the  moon's  soft  rain, 

The  elf  that  brings  the  spring  again. 

They  come  at  last,  oft  in  the  night. 

To  a  canyon  cut  in  shimmering  white. 

They  peep  o'er  the  ledge,  but  cannot  see; 

They  shudder  at  the  mystery. 

And,  turning,  the)^  come  home  to  me. 
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Our  Treasure  Hunt 

Francjs  Decker 

IT  all  happened  up  at  the  lake;  the  treasure  hunt,  the  ghostly 
hotel  and  the  impromptu  ducking.  The  last  two  were  of 
course  included  in  the  hunt,  but  they  were  such  outstanding 
and  unexpected  features  that  they  should  be  classed  equally 
with  it. 

Being  sick  of  doing  practically  nothing  all  summer,  we 
decided  to  make  a  stab  at  doing  it  ourselves,  like  the  people  we 
had  read  about  in  the  Sunday  papers.  There  were  six  of  us: 
the  Jones  Brothers,  Jim  Bettridge  and  Anson  Trueman,  Phil 
Strong  and  myself.  We  were  stumped  for  awhile  on  the  minor 
point  of  where  the  treasure  was  to  be  hidden  and  who  was  to 
hide  it;  until  we  finally  hit  upon  the  postmaster,  who  knew 
everything,  and  then  some,  of  the  people  and  places  around  the 
lake.  He  agreed  to  have  everything  ready  on  the  next  Thurs- 
day.    As  we  later  found  out,  everything  was  no  word  for  it! 

At  nine  o'clock  we  started  out  from  the  cottage  knowing 
nothing  of  what  was  to  follow  (which  was  probably  just  as  well). 
The  first  clew  we  received  was  this: 

"Unlike  Kipling's,  these  go  together."     Password — Gossip. 

All  our  high  hopes  of  rushing  right  out  and  finding  the 
treasure  were  banished  immediately;  instead  we  began  to  suspect 
that  the  postmaster  was  too  good.  None  of  us  had  even  a 
speaking  acquaintance  with  Kipling's  works  or  anything  he 
owned.  Finally  the  Jones  brothers  had  an  inspiration  and  off 
they  went,  followed  soon  after  by  Jim  and  Anson.  Then  Phil 
looked  at  me  and  I  looked  at  him  and  we  both  wondered  how 
the  other  could  be  so  ignorant.  I  don't  like  Kipling  and  never 
read  his  books,  so  I  couldn't  be  expected  to  know  it.  Phil  later 
said  that  all  he  could  think  of  was  "Gunga  Din." 

Suddenly  he  exclaimed,  "Didn't  Kipling  have  a  cat  that 
walked  alone?" 

"I  think  so,"  I  replied  gloomily.  "But  what  of  it.  You 
don't  suppose  we're  going  to  find  a  troop  of  cats  running  around 
with  the  treasure  or  another  clew  pinned  on  them,  do  you.?" 

This  silenced  him;  and  we  continued  to  sit  although  the 
two  Fords  had  gone  at  least  fifteen  minutes  before,  leaving  the 
only  conveyance  we  had  been  able  to  get — a  horse  and  buggy. 
I  had  just  about  given  up  hope  of  even  getting  out  of  the  house 
when  all  of  a  sudden  the  solution  of  the  great  problem  came  to 
me.  With  a  3-ell  I  jumped  up,  and,  grabbing  Phil  by  the  arm, 
rushed  out. 
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"You're  right!"  I  cried,  as  I  got  Napoleon  under  way. 
"It's  about  cats:  it's  the  Persian  cat  farm  down  the  lake." 

This  cat  farm  was  about  two  miles  away  and  you  can  bet  it 
didn't  take  us  long  to  get  there  at  the  rate  we  were  going.  Re- 
membering the  pass  word,  we  rushed  up  to  the  farmhouse  and 
rapped  on  the  door,  which  was  soon  opened  by  a  little  old  lady. 

"Gossip?"  we  enquired  nervously. 

"Gossip?"  she  repeated,  "Well,  I  ain't  done  much  lately 
since  my  rheumatics  have  bothered  me,  but  if  you've  got  some 
good  news  come  right  on  in.     I'll  never  tell  anybody  about  it." 

This  floored  us  and  we  were  just  about  to  turn  and  run  [  j 

when  a  man  came  out  of  another  room  and  enquired,  "Who's  f'S 

there,  Miranda?" 

"Why  there's  some  boys  here  who've  got  some  new  gossip 
and  I  invited  them  in  because  you  know  how  I  like  a  little  news 
now  and  then,  John." 

"Oh,  them's  the  boys  that's  after  this  paper,"  he  laughed, 
and  coming  to  the  door  he  gave  us  the  next  clew,  saying,  "You're 
late,  boys,  what's  the  matter?  The  others  went  about  fifteen 
minutes  ago." 

We  knew  this  only  too  well  and  we  weren't  any  too  joyful 
to  have  him  rub  it  in  either.  But  there  was  no  time  to  be  lost, 
so  we  ran  back  out  and,  with  the  aid  of  our  flashlight,  we  read  ^j 

this  next  clew:  |^ 

"What  was  once  full,  but  now  is  empty,  '•.'< 

What  was  once  open,  but  now  is  closed."  ?;' 

Again  we  were  stumped;  and  so  we  sat  down  and  looked 
across  the  lake  at  the  distant  shore,  and  especially  at  an  old, 
deserted  hotel  which  was  beautifully  silhouetted  against  the  moon. 
We  never  had  the  courage  to  tell  afterwards  that  we  sat  there 
for  at  least  ten  minutes  looking  at  it  before  we  realized  that 
this  old  hotel  was  the  next  stop.  We  wasted  no  time  in  getting 
away,  and  on  the  way  we  had  a  hurried  conference.     We  decided  ajj 

we  would  go  back  to  the  cottage  and  that  I  would  get  out  and  ^ 

row  across  the  lake  while  he  took  the  horse  the  long  way  around  ^ 

by  the  road.     My  part  I  immediately  carried  out,  although  it  ^ 

was  a  hard  job,  the  moon  having  gone  under  a  cloud  and  there 
being  no  light  in  the  building  or  anywhere  around. 

I  wondered  where  the  rest  were  because  they  should  have 
been  just  arriving  there.  It  later  developed  that  the  wily  post- 
master had  taken  most  of  the  gas  out  of  the  Fords,  so,  after 
being  refilled,  they  and  Napoleon  were  having  an  almost  neck 
to  neck  race  to  the  hotel.  li^ 
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I  landed  somewhere  near  the  hotel.  I  never  knew  where, 
because  I  forgot  to  fasten  the  boat,  and  it  was  two  days  before 
it  was  found.  This  place  was  on  a  little,  stony  beach  with  a 
small  jungle  behind  it.  I  guess  I  had  left  the  light  in  the  buggy 
because  I  couldn't  find  it  on  me  anywhere.  It  was,  therefore, 
a  tough  proposition  to  stay  on  this  beach.  It  was  easy  to  tell 
when  I  walked  off  into  the  undergrowth,  but  I  could  never  tell 
when  I  was  going  to  walk  into  the  lake  until  I  was  in. 

By  great  good  luck  I  walked  the  right  way  and  finally  came 
to  the  foot  of  the  stairway  leading  up  to  the  old  building.  Just 
at  this  moment  I  got  to  thinking  about  the  "Circular  Staircase" 
which  I  had  been  reading,  and,  when  a  branch  brushed  me  on 
the  way  up,  I  nearly  jumped  oflt.  When  I  finally  got  up  I 
opened  the  door  of  the  place  and  walked  in.  It  was  black  as 
pitch  and  I  had  no  light.  How  was  I  to  find  the  clew.'  It 
would  probably  be  on  the  hotel  desk;  so  across  the  room  I  went 
with  the  boards  in  the  old  floor  rattling  with  every  step.  About 
halfway  across  I  tripped  and  nicely  blackened  my  eye. 

About  this  time  I  was  getting  sick  of  the  whole  thing.  My 
feet  were  wet  from  walking  in  the  lake  when  I  missed  the  beach; 
I  was  scratched  and  dirty  from  trying  to  get  through  the  under- 
brush; my  eye  hurt  and  my  head  ached  from  the  flop  I  had  just 
taken;  but  worst  of  all  I  was  so  nervous  in  this  spooky  place 
that  when  a  piece  of  a  curtain  touched  me,  I  started  to  run 
but  stopped  when  I  remembered  my  eye. 

I  started  out  to  hunt  for  the  desk  again  when  suddenly  a 
board  in  the  hall  rattled!  I  halted  with  my  heart  beating, 
wildly.  The  board  rattled  again.  It  was  a  footstep.  Who  on 
earth  could  it  be?  I  had  heard  no  car  come  so  it  couldn't  be 
any  of  the  crowd.  Again  another  footstep  and  then  another. 
Deciding  to  hide  I  felt  around  with  my  hands  until  I  found  the 
desk  I  had  been  looking  so  hard  for.  I  didn't  stop,  but  edged 
around  the  end  and  crouched  down  behind.  It  was  just  in 
time,  for  a  light  was  suddenly  flashed  in  my  direction  and  I 
heard  Tim  Jones  tell  his  brother  that  the  clews  were  over  on 
the  desk. 

When  I  heard  this  my  blood  boiled.  So  it  was  they  who 
had  scared  me  so.  I  was  just  ready  to  say  something  when  I 
remembered  my  ignominious  position.  Never  would  I  let  them 
know  how  they  had  scared  me. 

The  two  came  over  to  the  desk.  Ed  picked  up  one  of  the 
letters  and  said,  "Let's  read  it  on  our  way  so  we  won't  lose  any 
time." 
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ones.     Nobody  else  could  possibly  have  reached  here  before  us." 

"Don't  fool  yourself,"  I  thought.  They  really  believed  this 
themselves,  and  afterwards  even  accused  me  of  cheating,  after 
all  my  hardships,  and  said  I  was  never  anywhere  near  the  place 
when  they  were. 

Tim  then  read  the  last  clew: 

"King  Winter's  summer  home." 

"That's  easy",  exclaimed  Ed.  "It's  the  ice-house  across 
the  lake." 

This  was  almost  too  much  luck.  I  had  hoped  that  they 
would  tell  me  the  clew,  but  I  had  never  thought  of  their  telling 
me  the  whole  thing. 

They  left  immediately  and  after  a  few  minutes  I  followed 
cautiously  after  them.  Just  as  I  went  out  I  collided  with  Phil 
coming  in.  He  had  just  arrived  and  had  hidden  the  horse  when 
he  had  seen  the  Ford. 

We  realized  we  could  never  beat  them  with  Napoleon,  so 
we  rushed  down  to  the  lake  and  found  an  old  boat  into  which 
we  jumped.  We  had  gone  about  two  hundred  feet  out  when 
Phil  felt  something  and  fished  the  light  on.  In  the  bottom, 
much  to  our  disgust,  we  saw  two  holes,  with  water  spouting 
through.  There  were  two  corks,  also,  floating  around  in  the 
water  which  had  come  in. 

Well,  this,  of  course,  blew  up  all  our  plans  of  rowing  down 
to  the  ice-house.  We  decided,  though,  that  we  could  make  the 
landing  at  the  cottage  if  I  bailed  fast  enough.  We  started  again 
— Phil  rowing  and  I  bailing.  Everything  seemed  to  go  all  right 
for  awhile,  but  soon  the  water  began  to  gain  on  me.  The  boat 
began  to  get  lower  in  the  water  and  consequently  it  made  us 
go  slower  and  harder.  Those  last  few  minutes,  as  we  neared 
the  dock  were  certainly  to  be  remembered.  We  worked  with 
all  our  might,  but  the  boat  sank  lower  and  lower  until  at  last  it 
gave  a  plunge  and  sank  completely,  leaving  us  to  swim  the 
short  distance  to  shore  and  drag  ourselves  up  to  the  cottage. 
Here  we  found  Jim  and  Anson  waiting.  They  had  hit  a  fence 
in  the  dark  and  smashed  a  wheel. 

Just  after  we  had  changed  our  clothes,  the  Jones  brothers 
arrived  with  the  treasure,  which  was  a  treasure  indeed — the 
thing  we  needed  most,  a  lunch,  put  up  by  the  postmaster's  wife. 
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Partners  of  Spain 

WiLLARD  Smith 


THE  laws  of  Spanish  etiquette  are  fast  and  unbending.  To 
tiie  one  whose  human  emotions  meet  in  opposition  to  these 
laws  only  pity  can  be  extended.  Our  story  deals  with  two 
Spanish  families  of  nobility,  whose  adherence  to  Spanish  customs 
of  society  was  part  of  their  religion.  In  one  of  these  families 
there  was  a  son  whose  name  was  Don  Costello.  He  was  a  youth 
of  flashing  manners  and  dashing  habits,  and  more  than  once 
the  society  of  his  native  city  had  exchanged  queer  remarks  about 
his  morals.  But  Don  Costello's  parents  saw  him  only  as  tempor- 
arily in  the  strong  clutch  of  Youth,  and  translated  his  conduct 
as  a  proof  of  the  vigor  and  vivacity  of  Costillian  blood.  However 
there  was  only  one  handicap  to  the  high-living  of  Don  Costello 
and  the  high  standardof  his  family — the  family  purse  was  empty, 
or  practically  so.  The  advantageous  way  of  refilling  it  was  to 
marry  the  son  to  a  wealthy  young  woman  of  equally  high  rank. 
This  leads  us  to  the  daughter  of  the  other  family,  Dolores 
Esteban.  We  need  only  say  in  regard  to  this  young  lady  that 
she  was  a  pure  Spanish  beauty  with  inborn  Spanish  fire  and 
honor  and  a  keen  appreciation  of  social  ideals.  She  was  the 
guardian  of  a  spirit  that  was  lofty  and  unbowed,  but  she  had  in 
her  nature  a  humility  that  made  some  think  her  weak. 

These  two  families,  by  a  series  of  negotiations  carried  on 
unknown  by  the  two  young  people  concerned,  came  to  the  decision 
that  a  union  between  them  would  be  acceptable  to  both.  So 
one  morning  Don  Costello  and  Dolores  were  informed  in  the 
presence  of  all  members  of  both  households  that  their  marriage 
was  to  take  place  in  four  days. 

The  reaction  was  interesting.  Don  Costello  admired  the 
beauty  of  Dolores,  but  disdained  to  tie  himself  in  marriage  at 
such  an  early  age  to  a  maiden  so  reserved  as  this  one.  His 
consent  came  after  a  great  deal  of  hesitation.  On  the  other 
side,  Dolores  in  her  heart  cherished  a  tender  love  for  this  young 
rascal  of  a  nobleman  although  his  reputation  was  bad,  his  purse 
shrunken,  and  his  attentions  to  her  had  always  been  slight. 
Something  drew  her  to  him  as  to  a  magnet,  and  a  thrill  filled 
her  when  she  realized  in  him  her  future  husband.  All  this  was 
covered,  we  may  add,  by  a  maidenly  reserve. 


A  day  had  passed  with  the  usual  routine  in  everything 
except  Don  Costello's  mind.  The  more  he  considered  this 
arrangement  which  was  to  entwine  him  for  life,  the  more  he 
shrank  from  it.  He  was  young,  adventurous,  and  bold,  and  he 
needed  no  wife,  much  less  one  like  this.  Despite  his  aristocratic 
tendencies,  he  did  not  like  this  paternal  matchmaking  that  had 
resulted  in  this  awkward  situation.  But  look  at  it  as  you  will, 
there  was  only  one  way  out,  to  induce  Dolores  to  unite  with 
him  in  refusing  the  marriage.  If  that  failed,  he  would  depart 
and  leave  the  whole  matter  behind. 

On  the  evening  before  the  appointed  day  of  marriage,  Don 
Costello's  carriage  drove  up  before  the  gate  of  the  Esteban  home. 
He  found  Dolores  in  the  library,  seated  at  the  window,  gazing 
fixedly  out  upon  the  street.  When  he  entered,  she  rose  to  greet 
him  with  a  low  courtesy.     "Good  evening,  Senorita." 

"Good  evening,  Senor." 

"I — ah — well — ah — have  come  to  speak  to  you  about — 
ah — our — ah — marriage." 

Dolores  reddened.     "Yes,  Senor,  on  the  morrow." 

"Yes,  on  the  morrow,  and,  ah — I  came — ah — to  see  if — 
ah,  well,  if  we  cannot  arrange  to  have  our  marriage  postponed — 
ah—" 

Dolores  drew  back  a  step  and  paused.  "You  mean — for 
how  long,  Senor.'" 

"Why,  if  we  could  arrange  it — if  you  and  I  could  agree  and 
convince  the  Don  Esteban  and  your  mother," — he  looked  at 
Dolores,  who  was  gasping  and  trembling  in  every  limb — "if 
possible,  forever!" 

"Don  Costello!" 

"Senorita,  understand  me.  I  do  not  love  you,  I  do  not 
think  you  love  me.  Why  should  we  unite  ourselves  by  this 
bond  which  only  death  can  break.'  You  see — you  understand — 
you  will  agree  with  me — ?" 

Dolores  sank  into  the  chair  from  which  she  had  risen.  She 
bowed  her  head  in  her  hands  and  remained  perfectly  still.  Then 
she  raised  her  head  and  looked  at  him. 

"Senor,  it  is  all  arranged;  everyone  is  ready.  To  go  back 
now  would  mean  disgrace.     Never!" 

"Then,  Senorita,  let  us  say  good-bye  forever." 

The  morrow  arrived  and  all  was  gaiety.  In  the  church 
where  the  marriage  was  to  take  place,  peons  were  at  work  with 
baskets  of  flowers  and  decorations  of  all  kinds.     At  the  home 
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of  the  Estebans  the  same  busy  preparations  were  in  progress. 
But  in  the  chamber  of  Dolores  we  find  a  different  scene.  The 
maiden  was  dressed  in  her  bridal  gown  and  stood  before  a  window 
which  opened  upon  the  inner  court.  She  was  thinking,  dazed, 
broken.  The  disgrace,  the  horror,  the  pain  of  it  all!  But  still 
she  was  preparing;  she  had  not  told  her  parents;  all  was  going 
on  as  arranged. 

At  last  the  time  came  for  the  marriage.  The  church  was 
packed  with  people  in  holiday  attire.  The  air  was  full  of  the 
scent  of  roses  and  the  sound  of  bells.  Silence  fell  when  a  figure 
suddenly  appeared  at  the  back  of  the  church.  It  was  Dolores, 
her  face  flushed,  her  hand  trembling,  her  eyes  gazing  straight 
ahead.  Slowly  she  advanced  up  the  aisle  until  she  stood  before 
the  priest  at  the  altar.  The  choir  boys  looked  at  each  other  in 
amazement,  and  the  priest  gently  whispered,  "But  your  husband, 
Senorita,  your  partner — ?" 

Standing  firmly  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  priest,  Dolores 
drew  a  dagger  from  her  breast.  "Padre,  I  have  a  partner  in 
Death!"  The  shining  dagger  penetrated  her  heart,  and  Dolores 
fell  to  the  floor,  sprinkling  the  orange-blossoms  with  her  blood. 


r:-' 


i 

m 


^ 
^ 


167  J 


The  Full  Length  of  Our  Beautiful  Refectoii 


''T^HIS  is  a  superb  picture  of  the  great  dining  hall  which  occu- 
■'-  pies  the  fourth  floor.  Here,  in  the  course  of  time,  thou- 
sands upon  thousands  of  hungry  students  have  appeased  their 
appetites  made  ravenous  by  constant  study.  Surely,  very  few 
of  them  have  failed  to  notice  and  appreciate  the  unusual  archi- 
tecture which  is  a  fit  setting  for  a  royal  banquet.  The  Gothic 
arches  of  the  walls  and  windows,  the  curving  roof,  and  the  huge 
hanging  lamps  all  make  the  refectory  one  of  the  most  artistic 
to  be  found  in  the  country. 
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Society 


LIBBEY  began  the  social  season  of  1925  with  a  tea  for  the 
publication  staffs  of  all  Toledo  high  schools.  This  was  held 
October  29,  in  the  art  room  of  our  newest  high  school  amid 
luxurious  surroundings.  There  was  a  large  display  of  art  work 
after  which  refreshments  were  served.  Those  who  wished  to 
do  so  had  an  excellent  opportunity  to  dance  to  the  music  of  a 
syncopated  orchestra.  Besides  having  a  good  time  we  became 
interested  in  the  other  schools. 

On  November  6,  the  Periclean  Literary  Society  gave  a 
mixer  which  was  very  successful  in  every  sense  of  the  word.  It 
took  place  in  our  own  gymnasium,  with  Roland  Ward's  Orchestra 
furnishing  music  from  two  to  five  for  dancing.  After  Beatrice 
Gardener's  pupils  had  presented  a  special  dance  program, 
refreshments  were  served. 

The  Senior  Snowball,  the  first  undertaking  of  this  year's 
graduating  class,  was  given  in  the  Richardson  Building  the  fourth 
of  December.  It  was  a  success,  socially  and  financially,  even 
though  it  did  rush  the  snow  season.  The  music  was  furnished 
by  the  Secor  Oriole  Orchestra,  and  a  mammoth  snow  ball  of 
cotton,  hung  from  the  center  of  the  stage,  was  the  sole  decora- 
tion of  the  hall. 

On  December  10,  the  Juniors  had  their  own  private  party, 
or  Junior  Mixer,  in  the  gym.  By  means  of  crepe  paper  arm 
bands  in  the  colors  of  different  colleges  the  students  were  or- 
ganized into  many  teams  which  battled  for  all  kinds  of  unique 
prizes.  Roland  Ward's  Orchestra  then  stepped  forward  and 
filled  the  air  with  melody  for  the  dancers.  Meanwhile,  delicious 
refreshments  were  served  to  the  guests. 

The  Student  Council  gave  a  well-planned  banquet  for  our 
football  team  in  the  refectory  on  the  18th  of  December.  A 
small  negro  lad  entertained  with  a  flashy  Charleston,  after  which 
Ralph  Merickel,  as  toast-master,  was  responded  to  by  Mr. 
Demorest,  Doctor  Allen  A.  Stockdale,  Captain  Irving  Sack, 
Louis  Moorehead,  and  Phillip  Schaefer,  the  captain-elect  for 
1926.  Mr.  Meissner  awarded  all  the  varsity  players  their 
certificates  for  block  letters,  and  also  reserve  and  lightweight 
certificates.  In  a  short  while  the  floor  was  filled  with  couples 
dancing  to  the  tunes  of  Jimmie  Aftel's  Orchestra. 
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Two  days  before  our  Christmas  vacation  the  faculty  put  on 
a  grand  banquet  in  sixteenth  century  style.  The  refectory  was 
filled  with  ladies  of  the  court,  jesters,  serfs,  and  nobles,  who  were 
announced  by  a  herald.  After  bowing  before  Miss  Ritchie, 
the  queen,  they  took  their  places  at  a  long  table  set  in  the  fashion 
of  the  time.  For  entertainment  a  choir  sang  old  Christmas 
carols;  the  three  gym  teachers,  as  jesters,  gave  a  dance;  and 
last,  but  not  least,  the  final  act  of  Hamlet  was  given  with  Miss 
Caughey,  Mr.  Eberth,  and  Mr.  Cramer  taking  the  parts  of 
Queen  Gertrude,  King  Claudius,  and  Hamlet,  respectively. 

After  all  the  hard  work  and  suspense  of  semester  examina- 
tions the  "J  Hop"  was  a  welcome  relief.  It  took  place  in  the 
Richardson  Building,  January  22,  with  Fred  Seymour's  Singing 
Band  as  the  main  attraction.  The  Charleston  contestants  of 
the  Temple  Theater  furnished  additional  entertainment.  The 
Juniors  may  well  feel  satisfied  with  the  outcome  of  their  annual 
project. 

Since  there  was  no  school  February  12,  the  Webster  Literary 
Society  gave  its  "Webster  Wobble"  at  the  Maumee  River  Yacht 
Club,  the  night  before  this  brief  vacation.  Amid  brilliant 
surroundings  of  the  Society's  colors,  Dick  Beard's  Orchestra 
worked  to  perfection.  The  small  but  congenial  crowd  was  very 
sociable  in  the  circles. 

The  Friendship  Club  staged  a  huge  Freshman  Mixer  in  the 
gym  to  aid  the  feminine  youngsters  in  getting  acquainted. 
Those  who  were  fortunate  enough  to  be  there  derived  a  great 
amount  of  pleasure  from  this  gathering  which  they  are  not 
likely  soon  to  forget. 

March  4th  and  Sth  were  very  profitable  nights  for  this 
year's  graduating  class.  They  gave  their  play  "Eliza  Comes 
To  Stay,"  in  which  Maxine  KerkhofT  and  Fred  Dohn  took  the 
leading  parts.  They  were  well  supported  by  Marjorie  Broer, 
Robert  Colegrove,  Virginia  Wuerfel,  George  Bradley,  George 
Neukom,  Del  Goodes,  and  Wesley  Wyre. 

On  the  12th  of  March  the  Senior  Class  gave  a  banquet  at 
the  Woman's  Building  in  honor  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eugene  L. 
Miller.  This  was  only  a  small  tribute  to  Mr.  Miller  for  his 
untiring  work  in  preparing  the  play.  In  addition  to  the  entire 
cast,  there  were  Miss  Caughey,  Henry  Applegate,  and  Eileen 
Walper.  Everyone  enjoyed  himself  hugely,  and  it  was  decided 
to  give  the  play  again  on  April  7th. 
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Eleanor  Noyes  made  the  complete  plans  for  the  "Irish  Jig" 
which  was  given  by  the  Junior  Friendship  Club  in  the  gym 
March  19  at  2:30.  Ed  Yeager's  Collegiates  furnished  the  music, 
and  Glynnes-Sue  Rose  gave  the  Charleston  and  toe  dance.  The 
decorations  were  in  green  and  white  for  St.  Patrick's  Day. 
Punch  was  served,  too! 

Social  events  of  much  interest  that  have  not  yet  taken  place 
are  the  Student  Council  Dance  for  April  16  in  the  Woman's 
Building,  Home  Economics  style  show  the  next  night,  the  gym 
circus  on  the  last  day  of  April,  and  the  annual  Senior  Prom  to 
be  at  the  Woman's  Building  June  9.  The  exact  dates  for  the 
Senior  Banquet  and  other  activities  for  Seniors  only  have  not 
been  definitely  decided.  These  events  will  bring  to  a  close  the 
school  year  of  1926. 
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The  Cooking  Room 
This  is  the  place  where  the  girls  learn  to  cook  all  those  good  things 
which  later  make  them  so  popular  with  their  husbands.     If  you  look  hard, 
you  can  see  Miss  Campbell  in  the  background.     She  instructs  her  pupils 
in  this  tasty  art  of  domestic  science. 
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SEPTEMBER 

8th — The  beginning  of  the  end  for  some;  the  end  of  the  begin- 
ning for  others — maybe! 
9th — Heigh-ho!     New  padlocks  on  the  lockers.     More  precious 

time  to  be  spent  between  classes. 
10th — This    year    is    full    of    pleasant    surprises.     Juniors    and 

Seniors  will  have  a  WHOLE  locker  apiece! 
11th — Another  blessing — the  book-line  has  been  abolished. 
14th — This  space  is  dedicated  to  the  freshmen;  will  they  never 

cease  to  get  smaller.' 
15th — Many  innocent  students  have  learned  new  oaths  via  the 

combination  locks. 
16th — Ink  schedules    and    rain — a    fine  combination,   with  too 

much  of  each. 
17th — Thistle  subscriptions  start  with  a  bang. 
18th — Sleek,  shining   slickers    rival   the  rainbow  in  red,  yellow, 

blue,  and  green. 
21st  — Beware  of  a  slicker  and  a  boy's  haircut;  it  may  be  male  or 

female. 
22nd — Scottonian  and  Thistle  staffs  had  their  pictures  taken  for 

the  Blade.     We  do  hope  they  turn  out  well. 
23rd — A  freshman  friend  informs  us  that  the  slippery  floors  are 

excellent  for  playing  marbles. 
24th — First   mass-meeting,   with   lots   of   pep.     Seems   like   old 

times. 
25th — The  publication  staffs  are  having  a  hard  time  standing 

the  notoriety  created  by  their  newspaper  pictures. 
29th — Ralph  Merickel,  our  popular  friend,  was  chosen  president 

of  the  Student  Council. 
30th — The  first  month  is  gone.      Scott  has  finally  settled  down 

to  eight  more  months  of  study. 
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OCTOBER 

Another  thing  to  worry  about.     "Unsats"  will  soon  be 

out. 

Some  are  studying  for  a  change;  at  least  they're  taking 

their  books  home. 

More  elections.     National  elections  are  nothing  compared 

to  those  at  Scott. 
6th — Bob    Kelly   is  now  president  of  the  Athletic  Association. 
7th — The  awarding  of  scholarship  medals  caused  many  cute 

blushes  and  much  comment. 
8th — Senior  Class  is  organized. 
9th — With  silent  apologies  to  Cicero  we  page  our  new  friend. 

RoBare. 
12th — Hats  off  to  Fred  Dohn,  president  of  the  Senior  Class. 
13th — A  rousing  mass-meeting  sends  our  team  off  to  Louisville. 
14th — We  wish  we  could  go  to  Louisville  too. 
ISth — School  is  dead. 
16th — Same  today. 
19th — Fight,  team,  fight. 

20th — The  freshies  have  at  last  made  themselves  at  home. 
21st  — Some   canned   music  by  the   new  Orthophonic — a   truly 

remarkable  machine. 
22nd — When  winter  comes  as  it  comes  today,  the  air  is  filled 

with  the  odor  of  moth  balls. 
23rd — Students,    meet   Mr.   Moorehead,   our   assistant   football 

coach. 
26th — Mondays  are  blue  after  such  Saturdays. 
27th — Mrs.    Crampton    is    unanimously    elected    Senior    Class 

advisor. 
28th — Overcoats,  fur  included,  make  their  appearance. 
29th — Scott    is    entertaining   all    the   teachers   of    northwestern 

Ohio,  which  means: 
30th — We  have  no  school  todav! 
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NOVEMBER 

2nd — The  Monday  after  the  Saturday  before. 

3rd — School    spirit    is    uppermost    in    our    minds.      Can    Scott 

stand  in  defeat.? 
4th — Mr.  Davey,  the  tree  man,  told  us  of  our  indebtedness  to 

trees. 
5th — Dig  a  little  deeper.      First  Scottonian  payments. 
6th — Hip-hip  hooray  for  Scotty.     He's  a  doggone  good  mascot. 
9th — Scotty  has  cheered  our  blue  Mondays  somewhat. 
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10th- 

11th- 

12th- 

13th- 
16th- 

17th- 

18th- 

19th- 

20th- 
23rd- 
24th- 
25th- 
30th- 


-Br-r-r;  it's  cold. 

-Mixer  for  the  Freshman  girls.      Have  a  good  time? 

-C.  H.  Meissner  prepares  our  Turkey  Day  Tickets.     We 

like  to  spend  money  for  that  ticket. 
-Odds  Bodds.     Friday! 
-Extra!     Many  Seniors   (feminine)   have  a  thrill,   but  he 

turns  out  to  be  a  jeweler  taking  sizes  for  the  rings. 
-Money,  money,  more  money. 
-Some  one  tried  to  put  17  one-cent  stamps  on  his  return 

ticket  envelope. 

_ /Mass-meetings;  Rah-Rah-Rah. 

-Mammoth  rally  held  in  back  of  school  at  night. 
-Are  we  down-hearted.'     No.     A  victory-in-defeat  mass- 
meeting. 


1st- 
2  nd- 
3rd- 
4th- 
7th- 

8th- 

9th- 

10th- 
11th- 

14th- 

ISth- 

16th- 
17th- 

18th- 
21st- 
22nd- 


DECEMBER 

"If  winter  comes"  is  a  reality. 

-Announcement  of  the  first  Senior  project — the  Snow  Ball. 
-Everybody  goin'  to  the  dance.' 
-Snowballs  fill  the  air. 
-A  rogues'  gallery  has  been  installed  in  Room  140.     What's 

it  for? 
-Hooray!     We  don't  have  to  go  downtown  for  our  Scot- 

tonian  pictures  any  more.  They're  being  taken  in  140. 
-Things  you  seldom  hear  about — studying  during  con- 
ference hour. 

-A  booster  meeting  for  basketball.  Bill  Orwig  is  captain. 
-Do  your  Christmas   shopping  early.     Only  seven   more 

school  days. 
-We  feel  that  this  is  going  to  be  the  longest  week  of  the 

year. 
-What's    the   difference   between    a    raccoon    coat    and    a 

grizzly  bear? 

-Santa  is  rushed  with  orders  for  dolls. 
-"What's  the  good  of  locks  if  you  don't  keep  them  locked?" 

says  the  office. 
-Phil  Schaefer  is  next  year's  football  captain. 

Santa  Claus  will  come  if  you're  good. 
-Seniors  decorate  the  halls  with  Xmas  trees,  and  most  of 

all,  collect  presents  for  the  poor. 
-Merry  Christmas.     We  hope  you  live  through  it. 
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JANUARY 

Happy  New  Year!     We're  back  again. 

Not  much  change  that  we  can  find  in  the  old  building. 

Flaming  youth  and  Christmas  neckties. 

Every  time  we  write  the  date  we  have  to  erase  it. 

S-s-shiver  our  old  timbers;  Alaska  has  nothing  on  us. 

Several  bold,  bad  boys  have  blossomed  forth  in  corduroy 

knickers  and  leather  boots. 
12th — If  you  desire  to  do  your  good  turn  daily,  try  and  separate 

two  girls  fighting  over  "goloshes." 
13th — The  library's  Tag  Day  raises  funds  to  increase  the  number 

of  books  to  5000. 
14th — The   basketball   team   is   told   to    avenge    our   defeat   in 

football  when  it  meets  Waite  next  Saturday. 
15th — Seniors  get  their  rings — if  they  have  32.50. 
18th — It  certainly  was  hard  to  stretch  our  allowances  over  the 

week-end. 
19th — A  Senior  girl  faints  when  she  finds  that  her  ring  fits. 
20th — Two  guesses  whether  it's  insomnia  or  the  fact  that  tests 

are  only  a  week  away  that  makes  so  many  red  eyes. 
21st  — The  girls  have  a  mysterious  mass-meeting. 
22nd — The  beginning  of  one  week-end  that  we  are  advised  not 

to  have  a  date.     Will  we.'' 
25th — \Test  week,  with  a  short  and   sweet   vacation.     A   nice 
29th — /time  was  had  by  all. 
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FEBRUARY 

1st  — Months  slip  away,  leaving  only  fond  memories.    (Poetry). 

2nd — Reverend  Mr.  Mahon  gave  us  an  excellent  speech. 

3rd — Joe  Murphy's  famous  Ice-House  Quartet  gave  a  concert 
today.     They  are  good. 

4th — Every  club  we  belong  to  is  having  a  meeting  conference 
hour  on  the  same  day. 

5th — The  Thistle  is  finally  out. 

8th — Websters    give    a    jazz    orchestra    program    for    a    mass- 
meeting. 

9th — Strange  things  will  happen.     The  clocks  in  the  halls  are 
actually  working. 
10th — And  strange  things  cease  to  happen.     The  clocks  have 

stopped. 
11th — Mr.  Meek  commemorates  Lincoln's  birthday  with  a  fine 

address. 
12th — No  school. 
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ISth — Senior  Class  meeting  held  to  announce  the  play,  and  also 
that  Miss  Bassett  has  become  the  new  class  advisor. 

16th — Found — a  Freshman  so  small  he  cannot  open  the  rear 
doors  in  64. 

17th — Why  the  gang  around  the  stationer's  desk.''  They  don't 
buy  anything. 

19th — "Wobble"  with  me  at  the  Webster  Dance. 

22nd — Another  day  without  classes  in  honor  of  a  great  American. 

23rd — Freshman  Thistle  staff  elected. 

24th — Come  on,  you  Seniors,  sell  your  tickets  to  your  play. 

2Sth — No,  they  haven't  St.  Vitus'  Dance;  they're  Charlestoning. 


MARCH 

1st  — School    begins    half    an    hour    earlier    tomorrow.     It's    a 

tough  life. 
2nd — No  bells  today.     Mr.  Demorest  hits  a  circular  saw  for  a 

gong. 
3rd — Lots  of  bells  today,  but  none  at  the  right  time. 
4th — The  Senior  play  is  a  great  success. 
5th — Everyone  is  wishing  he  was  Fred  Dohn.     Deep. 
8th — The  mysterious  webs  of  wire  are  for  a  new  bell  system — 

and  it  works! 
9th — The  Toledo  Symphony  Orchestra  gave  a  wonderful  con- 
cert of  classical  music. 
10th — One  more  simoleon  for  the  Scottonian. 
11th — The  Scott  Debating  Team  tackles  its  first  opponent  and 

is  defeated. 
12th — Ever  see  a   hard-boiled  egg  cooked  in   liquid  air.?     You 

missed  it. 
15th — Have  you  seen  "Betty".''    She  just  arrived  from  Cleveland. 
16th — Miss  Werum  and  The  Scott  Orchestra.     No  wonder  they 

are  invited  to  broadcast. 
17th — Members  of  Hi-Y  have  to  be  in  school  at  7:30.     Ho-hum. 
18th — Vocational    guidance    for    the    girls.     \A'hat's    the    use? 

Most  of  them  get  married  anyway. 
19th — A  good  crowd  at  the  "Irish  Jig." 
22nd — Spring.     R-a-a-y. 
23rd — A  flood  on  the  second  floor. 
24th — Our  eyes   are  opened   wide  by  Dr.   Spencer  of  Hillsdale 

College. 
25th — As  far  as  this  is   concerned,   it's   au   revoir  to  good  old 
Scott,  and  we're  afraid  it's  also  goodby. 
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Winners  of  the  "S" 

Football — Irving  Sack,  Edward  RoBare,  Nelson  Raber,  Edgar 
Sanders,  Douglas  Marshall,  Philip  Schaefer,  Wayne  Yarnell,  Neal 
Davis,  Albert  Blair,  Gilbert  Meyer,  Wayne  Kent,  Harold  Arbogast, 
Donald  Sharpe,  Wilfred  Onvig,  Fied  Joseph,  Peter  Murphy; 
Harold  Woodruff,  Manager. 

Basketball — Wilfred  Orwig,  Irving  Sack,  Peter  Murphy, 
Russell  Frantz,  James  Lasley,  Robert  Chapman,  Edgar  Sanders,  Abe 
Steinberg;  Charles  Pettit,  Manager. 

Baseball — Peter  Murphy,  Charles  Wertz,  Ered  Ritter,  Harold 
peters,  Dalton  Walper,  JDeaxuD^ky,  Paul  Santee,  Clarence  Fike; 
George  Albers,  Manageiv^"^***^  C'»^'-^«V>^ 

Track — Fred  Joseph,  Crawford  Eelker,  Charles  Wertz,  Donald 
Lovewell,  Harold  Peters;  George  Tobias,  Manager. 
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Football — John  T.  Brvce,  Peter  Letke,  Fred  Harrsen,  Richard 


Stophlet. 
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Football — Frank  Foster,  Burton  Wing,  James  Evans,  Lambert 
Erickson,  Charles  Kull,  Clarence  Carson,  Herbert  Wernert,  Gerald 
Nettleton,  John  Eelker,  Wellington  Roemer,  Earl  Haecker,  Kenneth 
Turner,  Garfield  Nutton,  George  Harrison,  Richard  Rethmell, 
George  Hilkert,  Nelson  Thai,  John  Hungarland. 

Basketball — Fred  Bailey,  Chick  Carson,  Richard  Keilholtz, 
John  Gelzer,  Curtis  Jacobs,  James  Evans,  George  Smead,  John 
Felker,  William  Buderus,  Arnold  Straka. 

Baseball — Jack  Glass,  Bill  Edgecomb;  George  Smead,  Assistant 
Manager. 

Football — Robert  Kemper,  Sprague  Gardiner. 
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Athletic  Association 

OFFICERS 

Robert  Kelly President 

Marian  Tallman Vice-President 

John  T.  Bryce Secretary 

Jane   Elliott Historian 

Mr.  Meissner Treasurer 
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TRUSTEES 
Mr.  Recker  Mr.  Langstaff 

MANAGERS 

Harold  Woodruff Football 

Charles  Pettit Basketball 
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MANY  friends  of  Scott  High  have  summed  up  the  past  year  in 
the  phrase,  "Victorious  even  in  defeat."  We  have  learned 
many  things  from  our  losses  on  the  gridiron,  track,  and  basketball 
court  the  past  year.  The  first  great  impression  made  on  the  minds  of 
the  people  was  on  Thanksgiving  Day  when  our  loyal  student  body, 
in  spite  of  a  disastrous  football  start,  displayed  to  the  2i,000  spec- 
tators their  fine  spirit  by  raising  a  big  banner,  "Scott  High  Fore\er, 
Win  or  Lose."  This  drew  forth  a  round  of  applause  from  those 
present  in  the  Waite  Bowl  on  Turkey  Day. 

The  next  impressive  move  was  the  action  of  the  Alumni  in  pass- 
ing the  Act  of  Resolutions  showing  their  faith  in  Doctor  Neill,  our 
head  coach,  and  exonerating  him  from  all  blame  in  the  loss  of  the 
games,  and  imploring  him  to  continue  in  the  capacity  of  head  coach 
for  another  season.  This  speaks  well  for  the  spirit  of  the  Alumni 
and  the  school  from  which  they  have  graduated.  It  shows  that  they 
have  learned  the  true  spirit  of  sportsmanship  and  clean  athletics,  and 
that  a  man  who  gives  all  he  has  in  the  upbuilding  of  a  team  and  its 
members  is  appreciated  and  honored  and  not  criticised  because  the 
school  has  "lost  another  championship."  We  are  sure  of  our  ground 
when  we  say  that  the  coaches  at  Scott  have  contributed  greatly  in 
developing  the  team  members  for  a  greater  citizenship,  and  that  our 
boys  are  stronger  mentally,  morally,  and  physically  for  having  come 
under  the  instruction  of  Scott  coaches. 

Doctor  Clarence  C.  Little,  President  of  the  L^niversity  of  ]\Iich- 
igan,  in  his  recent  inaugural  address,  summed  up  the  matter  most 
excellently  as  follows:  "Few  of  us  who  really  think  the  matter 
through  carefully,  will,  I  think,  deny  the  great  value  of  athletics  in 
the  teaching  of  self-control,  judgment,  rapidity  of  thought,  power  of 
decision,  team  play,  good  sportsmanship,  and  other  most  essential 
traits.  Intercollegiate  athletics  bring  us  into  contact  with  our  neigh- 
bors— they  build  loyalties  and  character." 

We  know  for  a  fact  that  Scott  has  made  its  contribution  to  the 
citizenship  of  Toledo  through  the  high  standard  of  its  coaching  stafi 
and  the  brand  of  athletics  taught. 

Another  noteworthy  fact  is  the  fine  manner  in  which  the  boys 
responded  to  the  call  for  spring  training.  The  large  turnout  and  the 
grim  determination  on  the  part  of  our  boys  who  are  bound  to  "make 
the  team"  next  year  promise  well  loyal  support  to  our  new  football 


[181] 


coach,  James  Aiken,  old  W.  and  J.  man  for  four  years.  These  young- 
sters are  going  through  weeks  of  tough  grinding  in  preparation  for 
next  season's  campaign. 

Doctor  Neill  could  no  longer  spare  the  time  from  his  surgical 
practice  to  coach  at  Scott,  and  for  a  while  gloom  was  prevalent  and 
our  hopes  were  low.  Finally  the  trustees  of  the  Athletic  Association 
asked  Mr.  Demorest,  Doctor  Neill,  Fred  Siebert,  and  the  writer  to 
go  on  a  hunt  for  a  coach.  Many  men  were  considered,  and  the  com- 
mittee decided  that  Coach  Aiken  was  the  man  for  the  job  of  tutoring 
the  future  gridiron  heroes  of  Scott.  He  is  among  us,  and  with  our 
old  standbys,  Ted  Keller  and  Louis  Moorehead,  the  spirit  is  rising, 
and  there  is  a  burning  desire  in  the  hearts  of  most  of  us  to  "buck  up, 
do  our  darndest,  and  FIGHT." 

It  all  reminds  me  of  a  passage  somewhere  in  Ecclesiastes,  where 
the  preacher-king  enunciates  a  fundamental  principle  of  administra- 
tion in  these  words :  "To  everything  there  is  a  season,  and  a  time  for 
every  purpose  under  the  heaven;  a  time  to  break  down,  and  a  time 
to  build  up."  Now  is  the  time  of  building  up  in  Scott  High ;  every 
man  and  every  girl  of  us  can  do  something  to  erect  Scott  on  a  strong, 
high  pedestal  which  cannot  be  torn  down  by  criticism,  crookedness, 
laziness,  or  indifference  on  the  part  of  any  of  us. 

The  breaking  down  process  is  always  at  work,  but  with  grim 
determination  we  can  overcome  it.  The  question  is,  will  every  last 
one  do  his  duty?  If  so,  Scott  will  go  over  the  goal  line  a  winner 
in  1926. 

THE  OLD  FIGHT 
R.  W.  Service 

You're  sick  of  the  game?     Well,  that's  a  shame, 

You're  young  and  j'ou're  strong  and  you're  bright, 

You've  had  a  raw  deal,  I  know,  but  don't  squeal, 
Buck  up,  do  your  damndest,  and  Fight! 

;  — Carl  H.  Meissner. 
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WE  HAVE  sometimes  heard  outsiders  say  that  Scott  specialized 
in  football.  Producing  winning  teams  in  this  division  is  not 
a  specialty,  but  simply  a  custom.  We  strive  to  outdo  those  who  have 
gone  before  us  and  lift  the  banner  of  Scott  above  the  multitude.  If 
we  have  reared  first  class  teams  in  the  past,  it  is  a  thing  to  be  proud 
of,  a  cause  for  exultation.  Let  us  hope  to  continue  as  we  have  al- 
ready done! 

The  last  season  of  football  was  the  first  unsuccessful  one  in 
many  years,  but  that  is  wholly  natural.  There  is  always  a  break 
sooner  or  later;  you  can't  always  be  on  the  top  of  the  heap.  Our 
boys  played  an  exceedingly  hard  schedule,  taking  on  some  of  the  best 
teams  in  the  country,  and  losing  about  half  of  the  games.  This  only 
makes  us  more  proud  of  them  when  we  think  that  they  could  get  out 
on  the  gridiron  and  fight  against  such  odds.  Had  sufficient  material 
been  added  to  that  fighting  spirit,  there  is  nothing  which  could  have 
prevented  that  team  from  capturing  the  world's  championship ! 
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Dr.  W.  a.  Neill 

Head  Coach,  Football 
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SCOTT  will  feel  greatly  its  loss  this  fall  when  Doc  Neill  does  not 
appear  in  his  customary  role.  We  have  all  learned  to  know  and 
love  him,  and  everyone  has  done  his  best  to  persuade  him  to  remain 
as  coach  another  year.  However,  his  work  demands  him  first,  for  he 
is  a  physician  of  no  small  note.  We  give  Doc  a  rousing  farewell 
with  the  hope  that  some  day  he  may  return. 

The  reason  for  Doc  Neill's  popularity  lies  in  his  success  in  pro- 
ducing a  winning  football  combination.  He  stepped  into  civic  prom- 
inence four  years  ago  when  the  Green  and  White  team  that  he  had 
coached  scored  a  signal  triumph  over  the  Waite  aggregation,  even 
though  they  went  into  the  game  severely  handicapped.  At  the  start 
of  the  season  Neill  was  greeted  with  a  surplus  of  quantity  but  not 
quality.  He  formed  a  team  which,  as  the  daj's  passed  by,  grew  better 
and  better,  until  on  that  celebrated  Turkey  Day  the  Scotters  took  the 
field  with  one  of  the  most  formidable  high  school  elevens  ever  devel- 
oped. This  was  the  same  team  which  later  defeated  the  Pacific 
champions  for  the  national  title. 

Dr.  Neill's  record  the  following  year  was  just  as  good.  That 
team  went  out  in  Oregon,  played  a  veritable  college  eleven,  and 
emerged  victorious!  The  next  two  years  found  Scott  with  teams 
only  a  trifle  less  perfect,  and  although  they  were  both  defeated,  they 
were  still  far  above  the  ordinary  high  school  class. 

Such  is  the  history  of  Dr.  Neill's  part  at  Scott.  He  has  a  past 
which  impresses  not  only  the  school,  but  the  entire  city  as  well.  He 
is  noted  for  his  ability,  thoroughness,  and  sportsmanship.  With  deep- 
est regret  do  we  bring  down  the  curtain  on  his  performances,  and  we 
look  forward  to  the  moment  when  he  will  again  pick  up  the  reins  of 
a  dashing  Scott  eleven. 
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Ted  Keller 

Line  Coach,  Football 
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SINCE  the  time  of  its  beginning,  which  was  with  the  Spartans, 
athletics  has  been  a  subject  of  discussion  among  the  people,  both 
pro  and  con.  Since  it  has  survived  these  hundreds  of  years  in  spite  of 
all  objections,  the  question  of  whether  or  not  it  is  worth  the  time  is 
settled  without  a  doubt.  It  is  only  natural  that  athletics  has  had  its 
good  and  bad  times  like  all  other  phases  of  endeavor,  for  when  any 
particular  line  of  work  has  been  with  a  person,  a  nation,  or  a  world 
for  a  long  time,  it  is  expected  to  carry  on  by  itself  with  very  little 
leadership  or  interest.  The  same  was  true  of  athletics ;  it  was  taken 
as  a  matter  of  course,  and  while  the  people  had  accepted  it  as  worth 
while,  they  assumed  an  attitude  of  "let  it  alone;  it  is  good  enough." 
This  was  clearly  illustrated  just  a  few  years  ago;  we  had  some  ath- 
letics before  the  war,  and  after  the  war  was  over  it  was  demonstrated 
by  the  army  that  we  needed  more  athletics  for  a  healthier  and  sounder 
manhood.  Then  new  life  was  given  athletics,  and  it  grew  by  leaps  and 
bounds,  until  it  is  up  for  discussion  again  today,  but  from  a  different 
angle.  It  grew  so  fast  that  the  authorities  connected  with  it  were 
unable  to  keep  pace,  and  naturally  the  zeal  for  things  better  developed 
many  breaks  that  put  athletics  in  a  bad  light.  The  result  was  many 
restrictions,  changes  and  new  rules,  all  with  the  intention  of  bettering 
the  isFue.  Now,  if  everyone,  including  players,  coach  and  general 
public  will  accept  the  new  standard  and  encourage  its  practice,  it  will 
be  only  a  few  years  before  things  will  be  adjusted,  and  we  will  have 
athletics  as  it  should  be — to  develop  the  many  in  friendly  competition 
for  the  love  of  the  sport. 

In  the  above  paragraph  I  have  spoken  of  athletics  as  the  competi- 
tive sports — which  is  simply  one  of  the  many  branches  of  Physical 
Education. 

— ^Theodore  G.  Keller. 
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Louis  Moorehead 
f  nrsity  Backfield  Coach 


Ralph  Merickel 
LightiL'eiylit  Coach 


JiAiMiE  Dow 
Lightiveight  Coach 
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IRMNG  Sack 

Captain,  Football,  igjd 
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Captaix  Irving  Sack 

Quarterback  Sack  was  a  player  of  whom  every 
Scotter  can  well  be  proud.  On  the  offense  his 
brilliant  passing  and  fierce  line  plunging  were 
wonderful  to  behold,  while  as  a  defensive  man 
he  was  watching  each  play  and  alwaj's  ready  to 
get  any  man  breaking  through.  Because  of  his 
fine  generalship,  unquenchable  fight,  and  good 
sportsmanship.  Captain  Sack  is  loved  by  all. 


Edward  RoBare 

Eddie  is  one  of  those  iew  fellows  who  can  not 
only  play  football,  but  can  speak  as  well.  On  the 
gridiron  he  was  a  sure,  ground-gaining  halfback, 
whether  smashing  through  the  enemy  defense  or 
snagging  passes  from  mid-air.  On  the  stage  Eddie 
moves  the  crowd  with  his  eloquence  as  well  as  he 
does  with  his  end  runs. 


quence  as  well  as  h^ ,       ...    ^ 


Nelson  Raber 

"Labo"  was  one  of  the  hardest  working  halfbacks 
that  Scott  has  ever  produced.  As  a  tackier  he 
invariably  got  his  man,  hitting  hard  and  clean. 
When  carrying  the  ball,  he  showed  no  hesitation 
in  plunging  through  the  thickest  of  the  fray. 
After  each  play  he  was  always  in  his  place,  ready 
for  the  next  attack. 
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Edgar  Sanders 

Although  lacking  in  weight,  Eddie  more  than 
made  up  for  it  by  the  superior  brand  of  ball  that 
he  played  as  end.  He  was  a  sure  receiver  of 
passes,  and  with  the  ball  in  his  possession,  he  was 
as  hard  to  stop  as  a  mountain  torrent.  His 
tackling  was  quick,  sure  and  fatal  to  the  most 
formidable  opponent. 


Phillip  Schaefer 
Captain-Elect,  '26 

Phil  was  Scott's  steady  center  who  took  particu- 
lar delight  in  smashing  up  the  enemy's  formations. 
Light  as  he  was,  this  red-haired  lad  laid  low  any- 
thing in  his  way.  His  centering  was  steady  and 
accurate,  giving  no  chance  for  a  fumble.  Phil 
had  the  misfortune  to  break  his  ankle  in  the 
Louisville  game,  which  laid  him  up  for  the  season. 
However,  we  expect  great  things  from  him  next 
year  as  captain  of  the  Green  and  White. 


DoxALD  Sharpe 

Don  was  the  lightest  man  on  the  Scott  team,  but 
he  was  not  to  be  kept  down.  He  was  not  only  a 
brilliant  runner  in  the  open  field  but  also  a  fine 
receiver  of  punts  and  passes,  playing  both  the 
quarterback  and  halfback  positions  equally  well. 
On  the  defense,  Sharpe  was  ever  watchful  to  drop 
the  runner  if  he  should  break  through. 
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Wilfred  Orwig 
Orwig  was  a  fitting  partner  for  Sanders  at  end. 
Tall  and  speedy,  Bill  delighted  in  swallowing  up 
long  passes  over  the  enemy  goal.  Because  of  his 
height,  he  could  spring  above  the  opponents' 
heads  and  enfold  the  twirling  pigskin  in  his  arms. 
When  the  other  team  had  the  ball,  Orwig  often 
circled  the  end  and  downed  the  runner  behind 
his  own  line. 


Neal  Davis 
After  the  Louisville  game,  Neal  took  Schaefer's 
place  at  center  and  played  a  great  game.  He 
proved  a  stone  wall  on  the  defense,  and  his  offen- 
sive work  was  especially  good,  for  rarely  did  he 
fail  to  get  his  man.  The  gaping  holes  that  he 
opened  gave  the  backs  ample  opportunity  to  gain 
yardage. 


Wayne  Yarnell 
Wayne  Yarnell,  tackle,  had  great  ability  both  as 
an  offensive  and  as  a  defensive  player.  He  tackled 
well,  hitting  fast  and  hard,  and  was  always  in  his 
place  to  stem  the  opposing  tide.  Wayne  was  well 
liked  by  everyone  on  the  entire  team. 
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Peter  Mlrphy 
Pete  played  in  the  backfield  and  was  a  great  help 
and  support  to  the  other  backs.  He  played  a 
good,  straight,  clean  game  of  football  and  got  in 
every  play.  Every  minute  was  just  so  much  fight 
for  him,  and  this  spirit  made  him  an  important 
cog  in  the  Green  and  White  machine. 


Albert  Bl.air 
"Bud,"  who  played  center  on  the  Scott  team, 
was  an  accurate  and  swift  passer.  His  work  was 
above  reproach  and  he  played  an  all-around  good 
game  of  football.  His  weight  enabled  him  to 
make  large  holes  in  the  middle  of  the  opposing 
line.  We  are  glad  we  never  had  to  play  against 
him. 


Fred  Joseph 
"Firpo"  was  the  biggest  man  of  the  Scott  aggre- 
gation and  used  his  stature  effectively  in  end  po- 
sition. When  pulled  back  to  carry  the  ball  he 
deceived  many  an  opposing  team  with  his  end 
runs.  His  punting  and  passing  combined  to  make 
him  a  great  all-round  player,  there  being  few 
ends  who  could  stand  before  him. 
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Wayxe  Kext 
Wayne  was  one  of  Scott's  strong  men  in  the 
fullback  position.  His  playing  was  strong  and 
clean,  and  especially  was  his  punting  of  high  qual- 
ity. He  gave  all  he  had  for  Scott  and  played  his 
hardest  all  the  time,  whether  he  was  actually 
carrying   the   ball   or   onlv   running   interference. 


Harold  Arbogast 
Arbogast,  a  sturdy  tacicle,  was  always  at  his  best 
in  a  hard,  furious  game  where  the  odds  were 
great.  As  long  as  he  was  there  his  part  of  the 
team  was  impregnable,  and  on  line  smashes  he 
was  a  literal  demon.  His  aggressive,  cool-headed 
game  meant  much  for  Scott. 


Douglas  Marshall 
Doug  was  another  of  Scott's  strong  guards  who 
played  a  hard,  snappy  game,  and  was  always 
"there."  Few  men  went  through  his  part  of  the 
line  and  he  could  generally  be  counted  upon  to 
open  a  hole  for  the  ball-carrier  if  called  upon. 
His  weight  counted  much  for  the  holding  quali- 
ties of  the  line. 
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Gilbert  Meyer 
Gil,  our  "tiny"'  guard,  was  in  every  bit  of  action 
that  came  his  way.  The  opposing  line  player 
often  wished  to  be  somewhere  else  after  he  felt 
Gil  hit  him.  The  consistent  battle  he  put  up 
went  a  long  way  toward  deciding  more  than  one 
game. 
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This  opportunity  is  taken  to  expreis  the  ttppi  eciation  of  the 
Scottonian  Board  to  the  management  of  the  Toledo  Neus-Bee  for 
their  generous  donation  of  the  individual  pictures  of  the  1925  football 
team  reproduced  in  this  volume. 
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Eddie  RoBare  Going  Over  for  the  Second  Touchdown  in  the  Lane  Tech  Game 


Games  of  1925 

SCOTT— o  ALUMNI— o 

The  Alumni  game,  Saturday,  September  26th,  opened  the  foot- 
ball season  at  Scott  for  1925.  The  hard  playing  of  old  Scotters,  such 
as  Ralph  Merickel,  Louis  Moorehead,  Fritz  Lauffler,  Jimmie  Dow, 
Bob  Cowell,  Marihugh,  Reeder,  Spencer,  and  other  veteran  heroes  of 
Scott,  kept  our  boys  from  scoring.  On  the  other  hand  the  Green  and 
White  frustrated  all  attempts  made  against  them.  Although  the 
Alumni  team  was  an  all-star  eleven  and  much  experienced  on  the 
gridiron,  it  could  not  penetrate  the  Scott  defense.  Our  boys  showed 
plenty  of  fight  and  team  work,  and  all  kinds  of  pep.  However,  much 
improvement  during  the  season  was  needed  to  make  them  a  formid- 
able eleven  on  Thanksgiving  Day. 

SCOTT— 13  LANE  TECH— 6 

In  this  stirring  battle  Scott  scored  a  signal  triumph  over  the 
heavy  Lane  Tech  eleven.  Although  the  famed  Chicago  team  far  out- 
weighed our  boys,  it  was  no  match  for  them.     They  fought  on  even 
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Sharpe  Driving  Through  the  Woodward  Secondary  Defense 


terms  throughout  the  first  quarter.  In  the  beginning  of  the  second, 
Eddie  RoBare  snagged  a  pass,  and,  surrounded  with  superb  inter- 
ference, raced  seventy  yards  for  Scott's  first  touchdown  of  the  season. 
Late  in  the  third  quarter  Scott  opened  its  aerial  attack,  which  paved 
the  way  for  a  second  touchdown.  In  the  last  period.  Lane  Tech,  by 
dint  of  much  plunging,  pushed  the  ball  over  our  goal.  All  of  the  boys 
worked  in  fine  style.  Eddie  RoBare,  with  his  line  bucking  and  run- 
ning, backed  by  his  excellent  aides,  Sharpe,  Sack  and  Arbogast,  meant 
much  for  Scott  in  this  game. 

SCOTT— 6  WOODWARD  TECH— o 

In  this  struggle  Scott  laid  low  the  dearest  ambition  of  Wood- 
ward Tech,  that  of  defeating  the  Green  and  White.  Although  Tech 
was  superior  to  our  boys  in  their  running  attack,  the  downtown  school 
could  not  compete  with  the  dazzliiig  passing  game  launched  against 
it.  The  inability  of  Tech  to  kick  the  ball  out  of  dangerous  territory 
gave  Scott  an  opportunity  to  make  good  use  of  its  aerial  attack.  The 
first  half  was  played  mostly  in  Woodward's  territory  with  no  success 
at  scoring.  In  the  third  quarter  Scott  advanced  deep  into  the  enemy's 
field  by  means  of  much  passing  and  line  bucking,  and  then  a  sneak 
pass  from  Sack  to  RoBare  sent  the  ball  over  the  goal.     In  the  final 
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RoBare  Up  in  the  Air  After  a  Pass  in  the  Libbey  Game 


period  Tech  threatened,  but  Scott  held  on  their  last  chalk  line. 
Sharpe  and  RoBare  starred  in  the  backfield  while  Orwig  and  Joseph 
proved  whirlwinds  at  the  ends.  Sack's  passing  was  the  feature  of 
the  game. 


SCOTT— 6  DU  PONT— 53 

On  a  field  of  slippery  clay  Scott  bowed  to  the  mighty  DuPont 
Manual  team  of  Louisville,  Kentucky.  Amid  strange  surroundings, 
and  under  poor  conditions  for  any  kind  of  a  game,  the  Scotters  fought 
bravely,  but  they  were  unable  to  cope  with  the  clocklike  precision  of 
the  Southern  team.  Protected  by  a  wonderful  interference,  the  Louis- 
ville backs,  especially  Jeffries,  ripped  through  repeatedly  for  long 
gains.  By  means  of  passes  Scott  worked  the  ball  the  length  of  the 
field  for  their  only  score.  Our  boys  played  well,  especially  Sanders, 
Joseph  and  RoBare. 

SCOTT— 7  STIVERS— 13 

In  a  field  of  mud  and  water  the  Green  and  ^Vhite  battled  the 
Stivers  eleven  of  Dayton  while  a  continual  rain  drenched  the  players 
through  and  through.  In  the  first  quarter  Scott  kicked  after  three 
attempts  at  yardage.  Stivers  fumbled  and  the  ball  came  into  our 
possession  on  the  enemy's  i8.     After  three  plunges,  Scott  went  over 


Sack  Making  an  End  Run  All  by  Himself.     Note  the  Six  Findlay 
Tacklers  After  Him. 


for  a  touchdown.  In  the  second  period  neither  side  received  any 
advantage.  In  the  third  quarter,  Evans,  the  Dayton  halfback,  shook 
himself  free  from  the  struggling  mass  and  raced  58  yards  for  a  touch- 
down. The  third  quarter  ended,  Scott,  7 ;  Stivers,  7.  In  the  last 
quarter  Evans  again  broke  through  and  ran  70  yards  for  the  final 
counter.  Although  Scott  tried  desperately  to  raise  the  score,  all 
efforts  were  in  vain,  the  game  ending  with  the  Dayton  team  victorious. 


SCOTT— o  LIBBEY— 9 

Local  gridiron  rivalry  was  renewed  when  the  Libbey  Cowboys 
clashed  with  the  Scott  gridders.  The  intense  spirit  of  supporters  of 
both  schools  brought  io,oO(T  spectators  to  the  game.  The  battle  was 
fought  on  even  terms  throughout  the  first  quarter.  Libbey  blocked  a 
Scott  punt  and  pushed  the  ball  over  for  a  touchdown  baiely  a  few 
seconds  before  the  half  ended.  In  the  final  period  the  dashing  Cow- 
boys advanced  the  ball  to  our  twenty-yard  line,  from  which  place 
Francis  scored  a  perfect  field  goal.  The  Libbey  stands  went  wild 
when  the  game  ended  9  to  o  in  their  favor.  Sack,  Sanders  and  Joseph 
were  the  outstanding  players  for  Scott,  while  the  Libbey  backfield  and 
ends  played  superb  football. 
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Jack  Huston,  Findlay's  Sensational  Halfback,  Shooting  Over  the  Scott  Goal 
Line  for  His  Second  Touchdown 

SCOTT— 12  CLEVELAND  WEST— o 

On  a  field  ankle  deep  with  oozing  mud  and  covered  with  large 
pools  of  water  a  revamped  Scott  eleven  fought  its  way  through  the 
slough  for  a  12  to  o  triumph  over  West  High,  of  Cleveland.  The 
line  ripped  gaping  holes  in  the  Cleveland  defense  through  which  the 
backs  splashed  consistently  for  substantial  gains.  Scott  scored  two 
touchdowns  before  the  West  High  boys  found  themselves,  and  after 
that  neither  team  was  able  to  score.  Blair,  Sack,  Orwig  and  RoBare 
played  a  fine  game  for  Scott,  while  the  whole  Cleveland  team  offered 
sturdy  opposition. 


SCOTT— 19  FLXDLAY— 21 

True  to  expectations  the  Scott-Findlay  game  proved  to  be  a  most 
exciting  battle.  The  outcome  was  doubtful  until  the  final  whistle 
proclaimed  Findlay  victorious,  21  to  19.  The  Toledoans  experienced 
countless  thrills  from  the  spirited  dashes  of  Huston,  the  Findlay  star 
halfback.  Scott  was  the  first  to  score  when  Eddie  Sanders  caught  a 
long  pass  and  sped  over  the  goal.  Our  advantage  was  short-lived,  for 
by  the  end  of  the  third  quarter  Findlay  had  scored  21  points  against 
Scott's  7.    However,  in  the  last  period  the  Scotters  made  a  sensational 
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Why  PenkoiiE  Didn't  Get  Far  on  Thanksgiving.     Raber  Spilled  the  Waite  Halt- 
back  on  This  Play,  While  Sanders  and  RoBare  Were  All 
Ready  to  Finish  the  Job 
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comeback,  only  to  lose  through  their  inability  to  kick  goals.  Sack, 
Sanders,  RoBare,  Sharpe  and  "Labo"  Raber  were  the  mainsprings  of 
Scott's  offense. 


SCOTT— 7  WAITE— 22 

The  immense  crowd  that  thronged  the  Waite  Bowl  on  Turkey 
Day  witnessed  the  traditional  yearly  struggle  between  the  Green  and 
White  and  the  Purple  and  Gold.  Intense  excitement  reigned  through- 
out every  moment  of  the  game,  and  it  was  not  until  the  final  pistol 
shot  that  the  battle  ceased.  Scott  started  off  immediately  with  its 
matchless  aerial  offensive,  but  was  unable  to  prevent  the  Waite  eleven 
from  scoring  first.  It  was  this  passing  attack  that  secured  for  us  our 
first  and  only  touchdown  when  Sharpe  snagged  a  long  pass  over  the 
enemy's  goal.  It  was  not  long,  however,  before  the  Purple  and  Gold 
had  plunged  through  for  another  six  points.  But  a  moment  before 
the  end  of  the  half  Waite  made  a  perfect  field  goal,  and  the  teams 
trotted  off  the  field  leaving  the  score:  Waite,  15;  Scott,  7. 
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lumerous  passes,  only  to  lose  ttie  Dall  time  and  time  again 
when  within  striking  distance.  Another  unlucky  break  gave  Waite 
the  ball  under  the  shadow  of  our  goal.  Our  boys  withheld  the  slash- 
ing attack  like  a  line  of  steel  for  three  downs,  but  the  fourth  down 
found  the  ball  over  by  a  few  inches. 

Thus  ended  the  sensational  football  game  between  the  boys  of 
the  East  Side  and  those  of  the  West.  The  Green  and  White  gave 
all  they  had  for  Scott,  while  the  AVaite  backs,  supported  by  fine  inter- 
ference, won  the  day. 
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Dick  Wieland 


OUR  CHEER  LEADERS 
Herb  Dreyer  Bob  Hess 


Pete  Gross 
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BASKETBALL  is  one  of  the  most  gruelling  of  all  games.  On 
the  average  it  is  not  as  rough  as  football,  but  it  possesses  other 
qualities  which  rank  it  second  to  none.  It  requires  a  brave  heart, 
stout  lungs,  and  a  body  physically  sound.  The  player  who  can  race 
up  and  down  the  hardwood  floor  for  an  entire  game  is  a  man  in  every 
sense  of  the  word. 

Scott  has  had  very  few  champion  basketball  teams,  strange  as  it 
may  seem.  Yet  this  does  not  mean  that  we  have  not  had  good  teams  ; 
far  from  it.  The  Maroon  and  White  has  frequently  flown  very  high 
in  the  national  tournaments,  and  still  more  often  right  at  home.  The 
enthusiasm  displayed  by  the  followers  of  our  teams  is  little  short  of 
miraculous.  Time  and  again  the  gym  was  filled  to  the  last  square 
inch  of  room,  and  the  din  that  arose  when  Scott  came  through  vic- 
torious was  deafening  in  the  extreme. 

The  basketball  players  have  fought  their  fight;  they  will  now 
step  aside  for  their  successors,  and  may  the  newcomers  be  as  staunch 
and  courageous  as  were  they ! 


Irving  Sack 
Sack  took  great  pleasure  in  receiving  Orwig's 
speedy  passes  and  in  dropping  the  ball  in  with 
apparent  ease.  A  more  valuable  man  could  not 
be  found  than  this  little  fighting  forward.  Sack 
was  the  most  consistent  foul-shooter  on  the  squad, 
as  well  as  the  biggest  point  getter. 


Peter  Murphy 
Pete  is  to  be  remembered  for  his  fine  fighting 
spirit  and  spectacular  guarding  in  the  face  of 
overwhelming  odds.  Faultless  reception  of  passes, 
lightning-like  dribbling,  and  a  keen  eye  for  the 
basket  made  Murphy  of  great  importance  to  the 
Maroon  and  White,  both  in  offensive  and  defen- 
sive playing. 
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Abe  Steinberg 
"Abey"  was  on  the  jump  every  minute  of  play, 
either  breaking  up  the  opposing  offense  or  taking 
the  ball  down  the  floor  with  his  own  team.  The 
swiftest  of  passes  were  none  too  fast  for  this  for- 
ward to  receive,  generally  followed  by  the  accus- 
tomed increase  in  the  score. 
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Edgar  Sanders 
Eddie  was  small  in  size,  but  was  more  than  a 
match  for  any  two  opponents,  with  his  cool  de- 
fensive playing  and  by  the  skill  with  which  he 
frustrated  threatening  attacks  on  his  basket.  As 
a  guard  he  was  ever  behind  the  team  and  also 
fitted  in  well  with  our  passing  attack. 


Russell  Frantz 
A  hawk's  eye  for  the  basket,  both  on  short  and 
long  shots,  together  with  a  wonderful  steadiness 
at  foul  shooting  made  Russ  a  man  to  be  feared 
by  the  most  formidable  opponents.  After  the 
loss  of  Orwig  and  Sack,  Frantz  was  the  backbone 
of  the  Scott  offense  at  his  forward  position. 
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James  Lasley 
Jim  always  covered  his  man  in  any  position.  Be- 
cause of  this  outstanding  trait  the  enemy's  passes 
often  fell  into  the  eager  hands  of  this  roving 
guard,  thus  paving  the  way  to  many  an  unex- 
pected score. 


Robert  Chapmax 
Bob  played  a  flashy  game  at  center,  invariably 
securing  the  tip-off  which  is  so  valuable  in  closely 
contested  games.  He  delivered  and  received  passes 
with  deadly  skill,  keeping  the  other  team  in  con- 
stant anxiety  because  of  his  accuracy  in  shooting, 
even  from  the  middle  of  the  floor. 


Charles  Pettit,  JManager 
Managing  a  large  high  school  team  is  no  easy 
job,  but  Chuck  does  it  to  perfection.  Many  were 
the  precious  moments  he  gave  to  his  work,  and, 
as  may  be  seen,  the  results  were  quite  satisfactory. 
He  was  usually  the  first  one  in  the  gym  to  pre- 
pare for  the  game,  and  the  last  to  leave  when  it 
was  over. 


206 


mmm^^^^^M^^m^m^: 


HOLLAND— 17 

In  a  practice  game,  preliminary  to  the  regular  season,  Scott 
showed  a  speedy,  fighting  team,  of  which  any  school  might  be  proud. 
Their  flashy  offensive,  together  with  a  rigid  defense,  kept  the  Holland 
team  on  its  toes  every  minute.  Our  boys  found  no  difficulty  in  de- 
feating their  opponents,  the  entire  squad  breaking  into  the  game. 


SCOTT— 38 
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SCOTT— 34 


CENTRAL— 25 


The  first  regular  game  of  the  season  was  a  fine  exhibition  of  the 
old  Scott  fighting  spirit.  Although  Central  led  by  several  points  at 
the  end  of  the  half,  the  boys  of  the  Maroon  and  White  came  back 
with  a  whirlwind  attack  in  the  last  half  which  always  spells  victory. 
Orwig  and  Sack  were  the  two  veteran  players  to  whom  much  credit 
is  due. 

The  Scott  Lightweights  also  defeated  the  Central  Lightweights 
by  a  score  of  13-12. 


SCOTT— 35 


ST.  JO  HNS— 2  = 


Scott  defeated  St.  Johns  in  a  tight,  well-played  game.  Although 
St.  John's  was  never  ahead  they  threatened  often  and  were  only  pre- 
vented from  scoring  by  the  work  of  llic  guards.  The  whole  team 
played  a  fine  game. 

In  the  preliminary  the  Lightweights  were  defeated  by  the  St. 
John's  Reserves,  20-  14. 
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SCOTT— 24 


STIVERS— 23 


In  a  battle  abounding  in  brilliant  passes,  lightning-like  pivots, 
and  hurricane  attack,  the  Maroon  and  White  won  its  way  to  glory 
over  the  famed  squad  of  Dayton  Stivers.  Although  the  Daytonians 
led  the  game  until  the  last  minute  of  play,  it  was  the  unquenchable 
fight  born  in  every  Scott  player  and  loyal  supporter  that  made  pos- 


sible  the  final  shot  changing  defeat  into  victory.     Orwig  and  Sack,  in 
their  final  game,  have  set  their  names  down  in  history. 

The  Lightweights  triumphed  over  the  Rossford  five,  20  to  14. 


SCOTT— II 


WOODWARD  TECH— 17 


Scott  went  down  to  a  fighting  defeat  in  the  first  loss  of  the 
season.  The  fast,  rangy  quintet  from  downtown  proved  too  much 
for  the  Scotters  in  the  opening  periods,  and  ran  up  the  lead  that  won 
the  game.  The  Scott  team  tightened  up  for  a  last  minute  spurt,  but 
it  came  too  late.  All  the  boj's  played  hard,  and  in  the  final  quarter 
rose  to  supreme  heights.     The  game  was  well  played  and  well  won. 

The  Lightweights  succumbed  to  the  Woodward  Reserves,  16-13. 


SCOTT— 37 


WAITE— 65 


Although  the  Scotters  battled  their  best  against  overwhelming 
odds,  they  were  forced  to  bow  in  defeat  to  the  speedy  team  of  the 
Purple  and  Gold.  Nevertheless,  the  game  was  not  lost  without  the 
time-honored  fight  which  accompanies  these  clashes.  The  Waiters 
were  so  big  and  fast  that  they  played  with  ease  over  the  heads  of  their 
smaller  opponents.  Lnder  the  leadership  of  Pete  Murphy  our  boys 
did  their  best  for  their  school.  Russ  Frantz  was  the  principal  scorer, 
making  alone  20  of  the  37  points. 

The  Scott  Lightweights  were  defeated  by  the  Waite  Reserves. 


SCOTT— 22 


SPRINGFIELD— 25 


Scott  secured  a  decisive  victory  over  the  flashy  five  from  Dayton 
Stivers,  but  was  unable  to  vanquish  the  plucky  team  of  Springfield, 
Ohio.  By  the  end  of  the  first  half  the  opposing  squad  was  far  ahead 
of  the  Maroon  and  White.  In  the  final  period  the  Scotters  pressed 
close  upon  their  astonished  adversaries  and  threatened  to  become  the 
victors.  However,  the  pistol  shot  rang  out  only  too  soon,  proclaiming 
the  battle  lost. 
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SCOTT— 21 


LIBBEY— 23 


When  Scott  met  Libbey  in  basketball  a  real  battle  was  expected 
by  all,  and  so  it  proved  to  be.  Libbey  was  the  first  to  score,  and  by 
the  end  of  the  half  the  South  Side  team  led  by  several  points.  In  the 
second  half  our  squad  pulled  up  and  even  surpassed  the  opposing 
team.  In  a  moment  of  ill  fortune,  Libbey  took  the  lead  in  the  last 
two  minutes,  maintaining  this  lead  until  the  end.  Murphy  and 
Frantz  were  taken  out  in  the  last  quarter,  which  left  our  team  badly 
crippled.  However,  the  game  proved  thrilling  and  exciting,  and  the 
outcome  remained  uncertain  until  the  final  shot. 

The  Scott  Lightweights  triumphed  over  the  Libbey  Reserves  by 
a  score  of  22  -  14. 


SCOTT— 22 


WAITE— 46 


The  hard-fighting  Scott  battlers  were  overwhelmed  in  the  second 
of  the  Scott-Waite  games,  at  Scott.  The  rangy  Waite  six-footers 
again  used  their  height  to  advantage,  and,  in  spite  of  Scott's  frantic 
defense  in  the  final  periods,  tossed  the  ball  around  at  will.  The  Scott 
team  must  be  given  great  credit  for  their  gameness  and  fight  in  spite 
of  great  odds  and  almost  insurmountable  difficulties.  The  loyal 
Scotters  who  witnessed  the  game  were  well  satisfied  with  the  clean, 
hard  fight  put  up  by  the  Scott  aggregation. 


SCOTT- 


WOODWARD  TECH— 26 


In  the  closing  game  of  the  season  Scott  was  defeated  by  the  Car- 
penters for  the  second  time  in  a  whirlwind  contest.  Playing  on  a 
strange  floor,  the  Maroon  and  White  quintet  did  its  best.  Frantz 
shone  at  forward,  but  all  the  players  must  be  praised.  They  had  the 
will  to  do,  but  were  overcome  by  sheer  force  of  superior  height. 
Every  man  did  his  best,  and  when  that  is  said,  nothing  is  left  to  say. 


SCOTT  LIGHTWEIGHTS 

Back   row,  left  to  right:     Arnold  Straka,   Fred  Bailey,   Captain;  Chick 
Carsox. 


Front   row,    left   to   right:      DiCK    Keilholtz,    Willlam    Bi'derus,   James     H 
Evans,  John  Felker,  Curtis  Jacobs. 


BASKETBALL  COACHES 
Mr.  Laxgstaff,  I'arsity  Coach  Mk.  Kirk,  Lightweight  Coach 
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THE  track  team  of  1925  had  one  of  the  most  successful  seasons 
that  Scott  has  seen  for  many  years.  Joint  meets  were  held  with 
Waite  and  Libbey,  and  in  both  the  Scotters  showed  their  mettle  to 
good  advantage.  In  the  inter-citv  contests,  embracing  all  Toledo 
high  schools,  our  boys  carried  off  many  high  honors.  The  principal 
reason  for  the  triumphs  of  this  team  was  the  enthusiasm  with  which 
it  was  supported  by  the  undergraduates.  By  turning  out  in  large 
numbers  they  made  the  selection  of  varsity  men  a  simple  problem. 

Scott's  five  luminaries  of  the  cinder  path  were  Fred  Joseph, 
Captain ;  Crawford  Felker,  Chuck  Wertz,  Donald  Lovewcll  and 
Harold  Peters.  With  these  men  as  a  nucleus  it  can  easily  be  seen 
why  a  strong  team  was  developed.  Joseph  made  several  records  in 
putting  the  shot,  hurling  the  javelin,  and  throwing  the  discus.  His 
huge,  muscular  stature  made  him  adept  in  these  weight  events. 

Crawford  Felker,  the  second  man  of  this  quintet,  was  a  high 
jumper  de  luxe.  He  came  out  early  during  his  first  year  and  stayed 
out,  improving  each  year  until  in  '24  he  was  able  to  clear  5  feet  6 
inches.  In  his  last  year,  during  one  of  the  city  meets,  he  leaped  over 
the  bar  at  a  height  of  5  feet  10  inches.  This  is  exceptional  for  a 
high  school  athlete.  If  Crawford  develops  at  college  as  he  has  done 
here,  he  will  be  a  serious  contender  for  the  championship. 

Another  star  was  Chuck  Wertz,  the  fastest  boy  in  Toledo.  He 
was  the  hundred-yard  man,  making  this  distance  in  very  fast  time. 
It  had  been  noticed  that  in  both  football  and  basketball  Chuck  dis- 
played a  great  amount  of  speed,  and  therefore,  when  he  came  out  for 
track,  everyone  expected  him  to  shine  in  the  races.  They  were  not 
disappointed,  for  he  took  first  place  in  nearly  every  contest.     Wertz 
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was  also  a  good  broad-jumper,  his  speed  as  a  dash  man  giving  him  a 
superior  take-off. 

Harold  Peters  and  Don  Lovevvell  were  the  other  stars  of  this 
aggregation.  Lovewell  was  second  only  to  Joseph  in  the  weight 
events,  for  in  several  meets  he  captured  second  place  while  "Firpo" 
was  taking  first.  Harold  Peters,  of  baseball  fame,  was  especially 
good  in  jumping.  However,  his  best  performance  was  in  the  pole 
vault,  in  which  he  reached  the  height  of  lo  feet  8  inches.  There  was 
only  one  other  high  school  vaulter  in  Toledo  who  could  better  this 
mark. 

Everyone  was  looking  forward  to  an  even  more  successful  track 
season  in  1926.  Russell  Davis  was  elected  captain,  and  the  team 
strengthened  by  many  new  additions.  The  Scotters  were  to  take  part 
in  the  Ohio  Relays  at  Columbus,  on  April  17th.  There  was  at  least 
one  man  entered  in  every  event,  which  shows  that  our  boys  intend  to 
take  as  many  places  as  possible.  John  ("Terrible")  Bryce  was  ex- 
pected to  turn  in  a  stellar  performance  at  the  relays,  as  he  had  pre- 
viously won  a  gold  medal  for  individual  work  in  an  interclass  meet 
at  Scott. 

The  entire  school  is  behind  this  team  to  a  man.  The  students 
want  the  tracksters  to  become  as  famous  as  their  football  team,  and 
they  are  doing  all  within  their  means  to  accomplish  this  result.  Now 
that  we  have  made  a  good  beginning,  the  easiest  thing  to  do  is  to  keep 
up  the  good  work.  There  should  be  a  much  larger  turnout  for  track 
than  for  other  sports,  because  the  cinder  path  offers  a  wider  variety 
of  athletic  training. 


Our  cheer  leaders  worked  so  hard  this  year  that  we  deemed  it  necessary  to  ^ 
give  them  another  picture.  You  will  notice,  perhaps,  the  fervent  expressions  on  f]' 
all  four  faces  which  made  them  so  popular  with  the  crowds  last  fall.  f "  ; 
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Pete  Murphy Catcher 

Chuck  Wertz ...First  Base 

Fritz  Ritter ^.— ...._. .,-..,. ..^ .Second  Base 

Mike  Peters  /"JUt-^-^J^^i^^^  --^/^^ /^CdLLl.-4-...'.Shortstop 

Rox  5^4 F FOX ..v^ Third  Base 

Dick  Walper Right  Field 

Ike  Pet^^s /x^ .T!???>s^ Center  Field 

Deaxe  Doxley  .«C-^=-<2AZ.;..d...A3i27rv*M^^.... Left  Field 

Mr.  R.  J.  Laxgstaff ^ Chief  Coach 

PITCHERS 

Fred  Schwab  Clarexce  Fyke  Paul  Saxtee 

George  Alrer Manager 

George  Smead Assistant  Manager 

Bill  Orwig Assistant  Manager 


Scott.. 
Scott- 
Scott.. 
Scott- 
Scott.. 
Scott.. 
Scott.. 
Scott.. 


SCHEDULE  AND  SCORES 

9         Tri-State  College 2 

8          Milton,  Ohio  g 

6         Central  5 

5          Metamora,  Ohio 8\ 

15          Tri-State  College 5 

13          IMetamora,  Ohio  5 

16          Hoytsville  17 

12          Tri-State  College ii 
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ALTHOUGH  Scott  did  not  go  through  the  season  undefeated, 
our  boys  played  a  superior  brand  of  baseball.  They  claimed  the 
city  championship,  having  defeated  Tri-State  College  in  three  games. 
With  snappy  batteries,  air-tight  infield,  and  superb  fielding,  the  Scott 
nine  of  1925  was  the  best  that  has  been  produced  for  many  a  year. 

Scott  was  one  of  the  few  high  schools  which  did  not  give  up 
baseball  last  year.  This  is  very  important,  for  if  baseball  is  to  be  the 
national  pastime  of  the  future,  it  will  be  necessary  to  train  the  players 
during  their  high  school  careers.  There  seems  to  be  a  lack  of  interest 
in  baseball  among  the  students,  which  at  first  might  be  thought 
peculiar,  but  upon  second  consideration  it  will  be  seen  that  it  is  the 
proficiency  of  well  paid  athletes  which  attracts  the  multitude.  There 
is  no  reason,  however,  why  high  school  teams  should  not  be  developed 
into  fully  as  attractive  aggregations. 

Mr.  Langstafl,  as  head  baseball  coach,  imbued  the  boys  with  a 
spirit  which  would  not  bow  in  submission  without  a  splendid  fight. 
Several  of  the  games  were  lost  by  the  narrowest  of  margins,  while 
others  were  won  by  the  same  ferocity  of  gameness.  But  it  was  a  joy 
to  see  the  fielders  scoop  up  a  hard  hit  to  the  outfield,  toss  it  to  the 
infield,  and  then  the  infielders  relay  it  with  lightning-like  speed  to 
the  desired  place.  Very  often  the  dull  thud  of  the  ball  into  the 
catcher's  mitt  was  the  sole  indication  an  out  was  made. 

Pete  Murphy  was  an  expert  at  his  backstop  position.  He  knew 
just  how  to  talk  to  the  batter  and  signal  the  pitcher  what  kind  of  a 
ball  to  throw,  while  Schwab,  Fyke  and  Santee  could  throw  almost 
every  kind  of  ball  that  was  needed.  Wertz  covered  first  base  like  a 
roof  and  Ritter  and  Mike  Peters  played'  the  second  and  shortstop 
positions  well.  Ron  Saffon  was  responsible  for  many  thrilling  stops 
and  throws  at  the  hot  corner.  Ike  Peters,  Donley  and  Walper  rOamed 
the  "garden"  like  veterans.  All  inall,  tlieTr^team  work  was  more 
than  would  ordinarily  be  expected  of  a  high  school  team. 


i 
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The  Home  Nursing  Room 
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IT  IMAY  seem  peculiar  to  place  a  picture  of  IVIiss  Neville's 
Home  Nursing  Room  after  the  athletic  section,  but  the  two 
bear  a  distinct  relation  to  each  other.  When  one  of  our  athletes 
is  injured,  he  has  a  private  trainer  to  take  care  of  him.  On  the 
other  hand,  when  a  student  is  hurt  or  becomes  sick,  he  or  she  is 
rushed  to  Miss  Neville,  who  administers  first  aid.  Thus  she  is 
an  invaluable  asset  to  the  school.  In  the  picture  Miss  Neville 
can  be  seen  at  her  desk,  with  various  accessories  to  a  nursing 
course  around  the  walls  of  the  room. 
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The  Organizations  of  Scott 

FIVE  factors  are  necessary  for  the  advancement  of  human 
civilization,  and  one  of  these  is  organization.  With- 
out it  the  world  would  be  a  sphere  of  emptiness,  devoid 
of  spontaneous  activit3^  The  great  combinations  that 
revolve  the  wheels  of  occupation  are  simply  big  brothers 
to  the  organizations  that  we  know  so  well  in  our  school 
life.  They  are  the  outgrowth  of  the  small  club,  which 
almost  always  is  more  or  less  juvenile.  Thus  we  see  the 
future  of  our  present  activities;  that  we  must  support  to 
be  supported. 

It  is  astounding  to  note  the  number  of  societies  in 
our  school  that  really  play  an  important  part  in  the  ad- 
ministration. Because  of  this  wide  variety  the  average 
student  has  a  golden  opportunity  before  him  to  associate 
with,  and  learn  to  understand  his  fellows.  The  organiza- 
tions embrace  the  many  phases  of  literature;  the  several 
branches  of  science;  the  foreign  languages;  the  different 
applications  of  music;  and  the  Christian  elevation  of 
morals.  Such  a  group  is  sure  to  be  an  impetus  to  the 
student  body  as  a  whole,  an  incentive  to  the  ambitious 
blood  of  youth. 

With  the  pride  of  a  true  Scotter  we  dedicate  the 
following  pages  to  the  organizations  of  Scott,  and  we  hope 
that  all  the  members  will  continue  to  do  their  share  in  the 
organization  of  the  world  when  they  have  left  Scott  far, 
far  behind. 


IS; 
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John  B.  Eberth,  '26 Editor-in-Chief 

Norman  Levey,  '26 Business  Manager 

EDITORIAL  STAFF 

D.  Frederick  Dohx,  '26 Associate  Editor 

Elizabeth  Delaplaxe,  '26 Seniors 

Franklin  Quale,  '26 Senior  Pictures 

Marjorie  Broer,  '26- - Literature 

John  C.  Hone,  '26 Organizations 

Robert  Kelly,  '26;  Donald  Winters,  '25 Athletics 

Eileen  Walper,  '26 Society 

Frederick  Gilchrist,  '26 Calendar 

Nancie  Morrison,  '26;  Eddie  RoBare,  '26 Comics 

Maxine  Kerkhoff,  '26 Snapshots 

Miss  Mary  Perkins,  Advisor 

BUSINESS  STAFF 

Irwin  Thal  Willard  Lowry 

George  Bradley  James  Ward 

Robert  Witker  Herbert  Blumberg 

George  Smead,  Chief  Accountant 
Mr.  Langstaff,  Advisor 

ART  STAFF 

Lee  Culler,  '26 ...Editor 

Jane  Peabody,  '26 Assistant 

Eleanor  Kaemline,  '27 Assistant 

Paul  Perlm utter,  '28 Assistant 

Miss  Caroline  Morgan,  Advisor 
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KiRTLAND  Harscii,  '26 Editor-in-Chief 

Jack  Schackxe,  '26 Business  Manager 

Lenore  Fain,  '26 Associate  Editor 

DEPARTMENT  EDITORS 

Maxine  Kerkhoff,  '26 Literature 

Virginia  Frey,  '26 - Library 

Mary  Chase,  '26 Great  Scotts 

Jean  Forster,  '26;  Milton  Rideout,  2J ..O rganizations 
Charles  Faber,  '26; 

Gretchen  Froelich,  '27...- ..School  Life 

Ken  Gillett,  '26 - Athletics 

Jane  Moor,  26 .....Alumni 

John  H.  Bryce,  '26 Exchange 

George  Bradley,  '26;  George  Neukom,  '26  Scott  Shots 

Walter  Dence,  '26;  John  Gelzer,  '26^ Comics 

Miss  Mary  Perkins,  Advisor 

BUSINESS  STAFF 

Robert  Colegrove,  '26 Circulation  Manager 

Henry  Applegate,  '26 Advertising  Manager 

Edward  Mauk,  '26  Franklin  Qlale,  '26, 

Henry  Green,  '26  James  Ward,  '27 

Oscar  Haller,  '27 

Mr.  R.  J.  Langstaff,  Advisor 

ART  STAFF 

Lee  Culler,  '26 Art  Editor 

Robert  Thompson,  '26; 

Paul  Perlmutter,   '28 Assistant  Art  Editors 

]\Iiss  Caroline  Morgan,  Art  Advisor 
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Periclean  Literary  Society 

Founded  1901 
Motto:     Nulli  Secundae 
Colors:     Jf'hite  and  Gold 

OFFICERS 

Elizabeth   Delaplane President 

Mabel  Keckeley Fice-President 

Martha  Taylor Recording  Secretary 

Margaret  Werm Corresponding  Secretary 

Mary  Bort Treasurer 

Alice  Richards Censor 

Josephine  Laskey Chaplain 

Ruth    Mewborn Reporter 

Clara  Mae  Halstead Scrgcant-at-Arms 

MEMBERS 

Charlotte  Angell  ___Maxine  Maxwell 

Albrey  Armstrong  Evelvn  McCowan 

Kathryn  Baer  Ruth  Mewborn 

Dorothy  Behm  Dorothy  Michener 

Mary  Bort  Margaret~Moon 

Jaqueline  Carpenter  Ruth  Page 

Virginia  Curtis  Ruth  Parker 

Frances  Davies  Alice   Peterson 

Jane  Davies  Helen  Reynolds 

Myra   Dicker  Elizabeth  Repasz 

Marcia   Donley  Marjorie  Repasz 

Alice,  Dresser  Alice  Richards 

Ruth  Erler  Frames  Richards 

Lenore  Fain  Ruth  Rice 

Mary  Folger  Eleanor  Ruidisch 

Hazel,  Githens  Ruth  Jane  Slick 

Mary  Gorrell  Stella.  Stein 

Jean  Gould  Helea  St.  John 

Naomi^  Grone  Martha   Taylor 

Clara  Mae  Halstead  JLois  Thatcher 

Bessie  Horvvitz  Leona  Thomas 

Dorothy  Kaufman  Hester  Tom 

Catherine  Kaufman  Martha  Tom 

Ruth  Karnes  Clara  rnge\Yitter 

Mabel   Keckeley  Margaret  Van  Ness 

HeTen  Keckeley  Margaret  Wern 

CFrystaJ  Kohler  Jeannette  Woodley 

Josephine  Laskey  Naomi  Zimmerman 
Elizabeth  Delaplane 
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Periclean  Literary  Society 

THE  Alpha  Chapter  of  the  Periclean  Literary  Society 
is  nearing  the  close  of  its  twenty-fifth  successful 
year,  proving,  as  ever,  our  motto,  Nulli  Secundae. 

The  programs  for  the  year,  planned  by  our  capable 
censor,  Alice  Richards,  have  proved  interesting  and  edu- 
cational. 

During  the  year  we  have  taken  in  many  new  mem- 
bers who  have  shown  great  ability  in  helping  to  make  our 
year  worth  while. 

We  have  all  enjoyed  many  good  times  at  our  social 
affairs.  Our  mixer,  given  in  November,  served  as  a  get- 
together,  and  a  good  time  for  all  the  students  of  the 
school.  We  were  delightfully  entertained  with  a  spread 
in  the  home  of  our  president  during  Christmas  vacation. 
The  joint  meetings  with  the  Peris  of  Waite  and  Libbey, 
as  well  as  the  meetings  with  the  Phils,  here  at  Scott,  were 
sources  of  great  pleasure  to  all. 

We  are  now  anticipating  our  annual  banquet,  which 
will  be  held  with  the  other  chapters  of  the  society  during 
vacation. 

In  completing  our  work  for  the  year,  we  wish  to 
express  our  sincere  appreciation  for  the  admirable  work 
of  our  advisor,  critics,  and  officers,  and  the  fine  co-opera- 
tion of  our  members. 

We  sincerely  hope  that  the  work  carried  on  in  the 
future  will  be  just  as  successful  as  the  work  of  this,  and 
previous  years. 
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Webster  Literary  Society 

DURING  the  past  year  the  Webster  Literary  Society 
has  obtained  great  success  under  conditions  which 
considerably  handicapped  it.  Although  hampered  by  the 
fact  that  we  had  so  few  members,  most  of  whom  were  in 
their  last  year,  and  a  lack  of  funds,  the  society  has  been 
able  to  maintain  its  reputation  for  the  kind  of  program 
arranged. 

This  year  the  one  thing  Vv'e  have  all  been  working 
for  was  to  build  up  a  society  which  would  achieve  success 
in  the  future,  even  if  success  for  this  year  had  to  be  for- 
feited. We  feel  that  we  have  been  very  successful  in  this 
work  in  that  we  have  considerably  enlarged  the  society 
and  thus  made  it  possible  for  those  who  will  manage  the 
Websters  in  the  future  to  achieve  considerable  more  suc- 
cess than  we  of  the  organization  of  1926  have  forfeited. 

At  the  time  this  is  written  two  of  our  annual  events 
are  yet  to  come,  the  debate  with  the  Demos,  and  the  ban- 
quet. We  feel  that  these  will  be  a  success  in  the  face  of 
the  fact  that  our  first  project,  "The  Webster  Wobble," 
was  not  all  that  it  should  have  been. 

The  officers  of  the  Webster  Literary  Society  of  the 
year  1925-26  wish  to  express  their  appreciation  for  the 
help  of  our  advisor,  Mr.  Emery,  and  for  the  attitude  of 
the  members  towards  the  officers,  and  we  sincerely  hope 
that  this  attitude  will  continue  as  long  as  there  is  a 
Webster  Literary  Society. 
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Webster  Literary  Society 

Founded  1898 
Colors:     Navy  Blue  and  White 

OFFICERS 

Frederick   Gilchrist President 

John  Bailey Vice-President 

Stuart  Stead Secretary 

Donald  Swan Treasurer 

Harold  Walsh ....Sergeant-at-Arms 

Robert  Kelly Censor 

Dean  Caswell Reporter 

John  Burgiemier Chaplain 

Don  Blackburn Critic 

MEMBERS 

Paul  Ansted  Harold  Jones 

Don  Blackburn  Robert  Kelly 

Dale  Burke  Stanley  Lemke 

Dan  Camp  Stanley  Levison 

Dean  Caswell  Willard  Lowry 

Milton  Ciralsky  William  Lucas 

James  Davies  Alfred  Mackinder 

Walter  Dence  Robert  MacKinley 

John  H.  Bryce  William  Naylor 

John  T.  Bryce  Gerald  Nettleton 

John  C.  Hone  Arthur  Palmer 

John  Bailey  Leverett  Powers 

John  Burgiemier  Charles  Rhodes 

John  Gelzer  Frederick  Reibel 

John  Lorr  Wellington  Roeraer 

John  Inman  Kenneth  Ruhl 

Robert  Dohn  Elmer  Sperry 

Arthur  Ehlert  Stuart  Stead 

Walter  Gfeller  Donald  Swan 

Frederick  Gilchrist  Arthur  Sweet 

Ken  Gillet  George  Vrooman 

William  Gradolph  Harold  Walsh 

Cornell  Hayden  James  Ward 

Robert  Hess  Burk  Wescott 

Richard  Hindman  Edward  Wing 

Harlan  Hutchinson  George  Wright 
Robert  Hutchins 
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Philaleth 

ian  Literary  Society 

Founded  1897 

Motto:     Literature  Is  the  Garden  of  ll'isdom 

Colors  :     Black  and  G 

old 

OFFICERS 

Margaret  Stark  .. 

President 

1                   Elizabeth  Gessn'er 

lice-President 

Kathryn  Ellis 

..Recording  Secretary 

Virginia  McCreery Corresponding  Secretary 

Elizabeth  Snyder 

Treasurer 

Mary  Hartman.... 

..Censor 

Eleanor  Mueller 

Reporter 

Katherine  Petrie 

Chaplain 

Dorothy  Mahon.. 

MEMBERS 

Sergeant-at-Arms 

Virginia  Arnsman 

Anne  Eberth 

Maxime  O'Connor 

Cornelia  Arnos 

Virginia  Eckhardt 

Katherine  Petrie 

Pauline  Albertson 

Kathryn  Ellis 

Lois  Peoples 

Eleanor  Bate 

Jane  Elliot 

Miriam  Peters 

Margaret  Bues 

Margaret  Fox 

Marion  Riggs 

Louise  Blackburn 

Gretchen  Froelich 

Wilma  Rutschow 

Alice  Barber 

Helen  Greenman 

Helen  Jane  Reed 

Josephine  Beilharz 

Elizabeth  Gessner 

Helen   Rupp 

Annabel  Bohnengel 

Maybelle  Gehring 

Helen  Raid 

Romaine  Bidwell 

Lucille  Gross 

Martha  Robertson 

Virginia  Bierly 

Dorothy  Haller 

Helen  Rickster 

Tluth  Beckham 

Helen   Hannah 

Margaret  Stark 

Marjorie  Broer 

Sylvia   Hardy 

Florence  Schywn 

Marion  Broer 

Mary  Hartman 

Elizabeth   Snyder 

Jeannette  Bretherton 

Adelaide  Hogue 

Frances   Schmidt 

Florence  Bunnell 

Dorothy  Kirkbride 

Katherine  Schoenfeld 

Martine  Butler 

Mildred  Kiner 

Marjorie  Smith 

Betty  Briton 

Dorothy  Keller 

Kathryn   Schwab 

Vesta  Benton 

Eleanor  Kaemline 

Dorothy  Stophlet 

Phyllis  Benton 

Wilma  Liffring 

Frances   Swartzbaugh 

Maxine  Alon 

Jessie  Lillicotch 

Leila   Schepler 

Burdean   Curry 

Janet  Lloyd 

Jane  Trost 

Mary  Cline 

Eleanor  Mueller 

Genefrede  Thompson 

Mary  Chase 

Evelyn  Murray 

Luella  Torrence 

lone  Chapman 

Jane  Moor 

Daris  Williams 

Louise  Dean 

Geraldine  Mathias 

Betty  Wilder 

Ruth  Davies 

Amelia   Morgan 

Dorothy  Wilder 

Dorothy  Davis 

\'irginia  McCreery 

Ruth  Wheeler 

Ellen  Duoius 

Dorothy  Mahon 

Mary  Ellen  Wagner 

Helen   Didall 

\'irginia  Murphy 

Fern  Welker 

Virginia  Daniels 

Josephine  Montgomery 
Charlotte  Matthews 

Eloise  McElroy 
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Philalelthian  Literary  Society 

THE  honor  of  being  a  member  in  the  Philalethians  is 
shown  by  the  successful  co-operative  spirit  in  which 
every  girl  does  her  bit  in  the  programs.  Mary  Hartman, 
our  competent  censor,  has  given  to  our  society  many  pro- 
grams in  which  the  study  of  literature  figured  largely. 
But  we  find  that  Mary  has  also  mingled  with  the  literary 
works  of  art,  some  of  the  most  entertaining  songs,  dances, 
plays,  readings,  debates,  and  talks  by  members,  teachers, 
and  outsiders. 

Our  joint  meetings  with  the  Libbey  Phils,  and  the 
Scott  Peris,  were  a  source  of  enjoyment  to  all.  Our 
annual  banquet  and  our  Senior  luncheon  were  social  activ- 
ities which  will  be  memorable  occasions  to  those  who  at- 
tended, especially  the  Seniors. 

With  the  closing  of  our  most  pleasurable  and  educa- 
tional year  of  1925-26,  we  wish  to  express  our  sincere 
appreciation  to  our  advisor.  Miss  Schaff;  to  our  critics; 
to  our  officers  who  have  carried  us  through  this  year;  and 
to  every  one  of  our  members  for  their  spirit  of  help,  which 
has  been  manifested  by  them  throughout  the  year. 

We  Seniors  wish  to  express  our  regret  in  leaving  the 
active  work  of  the  club,  but  we  are  confident  that  our  new 
members  and  our  underclassmen  will  carry  on  our  work 
and  make  the  Philalethians  not  only  the  most  respected, 
but  also  the  most  progressive  of  all  societies  in  Scott. 
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Demosthenian  Literary  Society 

THIS  year  has  undoubtedly  been  one  of  the  most  successful  ones 
in  the  history  of  the  Demosthenian  Literary  Society.  At  the  first 
meeting,  the  real  Demosthenian  spirit  manifested  itself  when  the  plans 
for  the  following  year  were  announced.  These  plans  met  with  the 
hearty  approval  of  everyone  and  consequently  the  success  of  the  society 
was  assured.  The  project  on  the  list  was  the  annual  football  game 
in  which  the  organization  bareh  managed  to  triumph  over  their  bitter 
rivals,  the  Websters.  The  score  was  12-0.  A  correct  conclusion  of 
this  game  is  that  it  was  a  hard  fought  battle,  and  it  was.  The 
valiant  Websters  held  the  Demos  to  a  00  score  until  the  last  quarter 
of  the  game,  when  the  fighting  spirit  of  the  Demos  gained  two  touch- 
downs. The  first  score  was  made  by  Kime,  who  plunged  the  ball 
over,  and  the  second  was  made  by  Smead,  who  started  from  his  own 
goal  line,  and  ran  a  hundred  yards  for  the  second  touchdown. 

The  success  of  the  Demos  is  not  confined  to  football  alone,  as 
many  fine  programs  were  given  during  the  year.  Talks,  discussions, 
and  debates  on  political,  social,  religious,  and  economic  questions  of 
the  day,  were  had  at  every  meeting.  On  February  25,  the  Demos 
conducted  one  of  the  most  successful  and  interesting  programs  ever 
given  by  a  society  in  Scott.  This  was  the  trial  of  the  State  of  Ohio 
vs.  Percival  Deane  (Wesley  Wyre)  on  the  charge  of  murder  in  the 
first  degree.  Alfred  Cohen  and  George  Bradley  were  the  Prosecut- 
ing Attorneys,  while  George  Neukoni  and  Robert  Colegrove  were  the 
defendant's  lawyers.  Assisting  Prosecutor  Roy  Barger,  of  Lucas 
County,  acted  as  judge,  while  Frank  Hackett,  of  Judge  Lloyd's  court, 
acted  as  stenographer.  Judge  Lloyd  coached  the  trial  and  spent  a 
great  deal  of  his  time  in  helping  to  make  it  a  success.  Bloody  hand- 
kerchiefs, hammer,  shirt,  and  finger-prints,  proved  very  interesting  to 
the  audience,  which  was  in  the  neighborhood  of  half  a  hundred.  The 
jury,  composed  of  faculty  members,  declared  the  accused  innocent. 
Mr.  Demorest  acted  as  foreman. 

The  Demos  not  only  rank  high  athletically  and  scholastically, 
but  also  socially.  The  annual  dance  was  given  in  the  refectory,  soon 
after  Easter,  and  was  a  success  financially  as  well  as  socially.  The 
music  was  furnished  by  a  very  good  orchestra,  and  the  dance  was 
very  well  attended.  Following  the  standard  of  this  year's  society, 
the  dance  was  one  of  the  best  and  most  successful  in  the  history  of 
the  Demosthenians. 

As  yet  the  Demosthenians  have  not  been  able  to  debate  the 
Websters,  or  engage  in  other  debates  with  other  organizations,  but 
judging  from  our  past  victories  we  would  feel  safe  in  saying  that  the 
result  will  probably  be  the  same — victory^ 
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Demosthenian  Literary  Society 

OFFICERS 

John   Huxgarlaxd President 

Carolus  Sheffield.... f 'ice-President 

George  Bradley Secretary 

Lawrence  Maine Treasurer 

George  Neukom.... Chaplain 

Alfred  Cohn Censor 

Charles  Faber Reporter 


MEMBERS 


Fred  Edgington 
Jack  Harringan 
Harold  Tenney 
John  Northrup 
James  Fortune 
Charles  Marshall 
George  Little 
Malcolm  Baxter 
John   Huston 
Paul   Erler 
Richard  Pheatt 
John  Pheatt 
Nelson  Thai 
Howard  Rogers 
Bert  Wing 
Ronald  Groves 
Ernest  Groves 
Oral  Throne 
Reign  Barnett 
George  Messmore 
Fred  Fox 
Milton  Rideout 
John  Hungarland 
Carolus  Sheffield 
George  Bradley 
La\vrence  Maine 
George  Neukom 
Alfred  Cohn 
Charles  Faber 
Sam  Jordan 
Robert  Witker 
Clarence  Witker 
Louis  Witker 
Vincent  Apple 


Charles  Wertz 
Henry  Morse 
Fred  Froelich 
Stanford  Truehaft 
Russell  Davis 
Kirtland  Harsch 
Edgar  Sanders 
Don  Winters 
Jack  Henderson 
Herbert  Veeler 
Jack  Lasley 
Robert  Wills 
George   Smead 
George  Gowan 
Jermain  Rodenhauser 
Homer  Kripke 
Robert  Davidson 
Kendall   Clarke 
Arthur  Fiske 
George   Smith 
John  Nettleman 
Carlyle  Kime 
Lambert  Ericson 
Robert  Colegrove 
\'\'esley  Wyre 
Ralph  Merickel 
Frederick  Ritter 
Ronald  Saffon 
Kenneth  Llndersmith 
Philip  Moses 
Howard  Crawford 
James  Keeler 
Oscar  Haller 
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Debating  Team 

Back  row,  left  to  right:  Jerome  Travis,  Jr.;  John  Hungarland, 
Robert  Colegrove,  George  Bradley;  Coach  Herbert  M.  Emery. 

Front  row,  left  to  right:  Leslie  Bigelow,  Alfred  Cohn,  Homer 
Kripke,  Robert  Kelly. 

OFFICERS 

Alfred  Cohx Team  Manager 

George   Bradley Secretary 

Jerome  Travis,  Jr Publicity  Manager 

Mr.  Herbert  M.  Emery Coach 

Mr.  V.  E.  Cramer Faculty  Advisor 

TEAM  MEMBERS 

Leslie  Bigelow  Robert  Colegrove 

George  Bradley  John  Hungarland 

Alfred  Cohn  Jerome  Travis,  Jr. 

ALTERNATES 
Robert  Kelly  Homer  Kripke 
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Debating  Team 

MAN  was  endowed  with  mentality,  but  that  was  not 
destined  to  be  developed  for  him  as  his  body  was, 
by  growth.  The  mind  needs  the  same  systematic  training 
as  the  body.  Athletics  develops  the  body  and  debating 
the  mind. 

For  many  years  the  high  schools  have  been  engaged 
in  physical  contest.  Their  main  aim  has  been  to  develop 
the  body  in  order  to  make  a  strong  mind.  The  aim  of  the 
Scott  High  School  Debating  Team  is  to  enter  into  mental 
contest  with  other  schools,  and  by  that  means  develop  the 
mind  as  well  as  the  body. 

In  accomplishing  this  purpose  many  difficulties  were 
encountered,  to  be  overcome  only  with  the  assistance  of 
Mr.  Cramer,  faculty  advisor,  and  Mr.  Emery,  coach. 
The  main  difficulty  was  to  stimulate  interest  among  the 
students  to  the  point  of  arousing  enthusiasm  enough  to 
enter  into  the  work  with  a  will  to  win. 

After  the  struggle  to  organize  the  team  and  accumu- 
late financial  resources,  which  was  done  by  the  grace  of 
many  friends  of  the  school,  the  team  is  now  ready  to  meet 
such  schools  in  debate  as  Detroit  Northwestern,  state 
champions  in   1925. 

The  Scott  High  School  Debating  Team  is  deeply 
indebted  to  Mr.  Demorest,  Miss  Caughey,  and  Mr. 
Langstaff  for  their  aid  and  co-operation  in  making  ar- 
rangements for  the  initial  success  of  the  team.  If  they 
make  a  success  of  this  debating  season  it  will  become  a 
regular  activity  in  Scott  High  School.  To  all  appear- 
ances this  will  be  the  beginning  of  an  entirely  new  interest 
in  the  field  of  scholastic  contest. 

There  is  no  reason  why  in  the  future  Scott  High 
School  cannot  turn  out  as  finely  equipped  debating  teams 
as  they  have  athletic  teams  in  the  past. 
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Library  Association 

Fol'xded:    1925 
Slogan  :     Five   Thousand  Bocks 

OFFICERS 

Martin   Tisdale - - — President 

Harold  Woodruff Treasurer 

Virginia  Frey..... Secretary 

BOARD  :\IE:MBERS 

Franklin  Babcock,  Chairman 
Kenneth  Lindersmith  Josephine   Laskey 

Fred  Reibel  Bob  White 

Ellis  Kelly  Lawrence  Maine 

Helen  Meyers  Robert  Witker 

IN  OCTOBER,  1925,  the  Scott  Library  Association  was 
formed  to  assist  the  library  in  its  steady  progress  to  success. 
Students  were  eager  to  join  this  new  organization  and  we  now 
boast  of  a  hundred  and  sixty  members.  The  slogan  for  the 
year  1925-26  was  immediately  adopted,  "Five  Thousand 
Books,"  and  as  the  year  is  drawing  to  a  close  we  are  confident 
that  the  goal  will  be  reached. 

The  great  project  of  the  year  was  "Library  Day,"  when 
all  the  students  showed  their  appreciation  for  the  library  by 
generously  contributing  their  bit  to  fill  the  shelves  with  more 
books.  The  total  sum  collected  was  three  hundred  and  eighty- 
one  dollars — a  true  proof  of  the  interest  and  love  that  our 
students  hold  for  our  library.  So  successful  was  the  project 
that  each  year  a  day  will  be  set  aside  to  give  everyone  an  oppor- 
tunity to  contribute  his  share  to  our  library. 

Every  loyal  student  is  invited  to  join  the  association,  if  he 
is  willing  to  co-operate  to  make  Scott's  library  one  of  the  best 
school  libraries  in  the  United  States.  We  express  our  thanks 
to  our  ever-helping  and  enthusiastic  advisor.  Miss  Ritchie,  for 
her  untiring  and  unselfish  efforts  in  promoting  the  interests  of 
this  new  organization. 

Although  the  Scott  Library  Association  has  been  organized 
only  seven  months  it  has  established  itself  on  a  firm  foundation. 
The  responsibility  of  building  up  this  ne\v  organization  will 
fall  upon  the  members  who  remain  at  Scott.  We  feel  assured 
that  they  will  carry  on  the  work  of  the  Scott  Library  Associa- 
tion with  the  same  enthusiasm  and  zest  that  was  characteristic 
of  our  organization  this  year. 
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Radio  Club 

FOL  N'DED     1914 

OFFICERS 

Frederick  Froelich President 

William  Burgess Vice-President 

Stuart  Stead Secretary 

Jermain  RodeN'HAUSER -Treasurer 

Harold  Walsh Sergeant-at-Amis 

JOHX  C.  HoXE Censor 

JoHX  B.  Eberth Reporter 

^MEMBERS 

John  Bryce  Robert  Jennings 

John  Eberth  Edgar  Lutz 

John   Hone  Garth  Morris 

John  Bailey  Edwin  Peck 

William  Burgess  Jermain  Rodenhauser 

Kendall   Clark  Myles  Silverman 

Ralph   Cooley  Stuart  Stead 

Edgarton   Eaton  Robert  Swank 

Frederick  Froelich  Harold  Walsh 

William  Gradolph  Alvin  Weill 

Ken  Gillett  Donald  Winters 

THIS  year  has  been,  without  a  doubt,  one  of  the  most  suc- 
cessful in  the  annals  of  the  Scott  High  Radio  Club.  Al- 
though hampered  by  a  limited  number  of  active  members,  and 
the  fact  that  meetings  had  to  be  held  during  conference  periods, 
the  meetings  were  of  considerable  interest  to  those  present. 

The  ever-growing  number  of  improvements  and  advance- 
ments in  the  science  of  radio  have  been  the  sources  of  the  reports 
and  speeches  given  by  the  members  of  the  club  at  the  regular 
meetings.  The  fact  that  radio  has  become  exceedingly  popular 
is  one  of  the  reasons  why  interest  in  the  Radio  Club  has  grown. 

The  officers  of  the  Scott  High  Radio  Club,  as  well  as  the 
rest  of  the  members,  wish  to  extend  their  thanks  to  Mr.  Foley, 
the  faculty  advisor,  for  his  kindly  help  throughout  the  year  in 
aiding  them  with  their  problems  and  in  giving  them  information 
about  new  phases  of  this  science.  The  officers  also  wish  to 
express  their  appreciation  for  the  kindly  attitude  of  the  members 
towards  the  club,  its  programs,  and  its  officers. 
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Alchemist  Society 

Founded  1923 

OFFICERS 

Arthur  Sweet President 

Margaret  Stark 1  ice-President 

Josephine  Beilharz Secretary 

Eileen  Walper Treasurer 


MEMBERS 


Alice  Barber 
Pauline  Barnett 
Ruth  Beckham 
Josephine  Beilharz 
Lorene  Binns 
Grace  Boynton 
Fred  Brown 
Betty  Bull 
Carita   Cosner 
Frances  Curson 
Milton  Ciralsky 
Dorothy  Dewey 
James  Dixon 
Henry  Doder 
Lillian  Farr 
Betty  Fleming 
Margaret  Fox 
Walter  Gfeller 
Ronald  Groves 
Jack  Harrigan 
Louise   Henning 
Richard  HIndman 


Robert  Krause 
Lillian  Laycock 
Stanley  Lemke 
Norman  Levey 
Jessie  Lillicotch 
John  Lorr 
John  Metzler 
Tom  Miller 
Eloise  McElroy 
Franklin  Peters 
Helen  Reed 
Jermain  Rodenhauser 
Lois  Schramm 
George  Smith 
Margaret  Stark 
Phyllis  Stewart 
Donald   Swan 
Arthur  Sweet 
Harold   Sweet 
Oral  Throne 
Eileen  Walper 
Wesley  W\re 
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Alchemist  Society 

THIS  year  has  been  a  successful  one  for  the  Alchemists. 
The  aim  of  the  founders,  in  June,  1923,  has  been 
realized.  The  society  has  prospered  both  scientifically  and 
socially,  and  there  is  a  greater  interest  in  science  since  the 
formation  of  this  club. 

The  meetings  have  been  very  interesting,  the  type  of 
program  varying.  Talks  have  been  given  by  members  and 
experiments  have  been  performed.  Before  the  end  of  this 
year  we  expect  to  visit  such  concerns  about  Toledo  that 
are  of  interest  in  a  scientific  way. 

Socially,  the  Alchemist  Society  has  been  equally  suc- 
cessful. An  interesting  dance  was  given  December  30, 
1925,  in  the  Richardson  Building,  by  the  Alchemist 
Societies  of  Waite,  Woodward,  Libbey,  and  Scott.  We 
are  looking  forward  to  the  many  other  activities  being 
planned. 

The  society  believes  that  a  great  deal  of  credit  is  due 
to  our  advisors,  Mr.  Weiser  and  Mr.  Francisco,  for  their 
fine  leadership,  and  to  our  officers,  who  have  worked  so 
faithfully  throughout  the  year. 

Even  though  we  have  achieved  much  this  year,  there 
is  still  room  for  improvement ;  we  sincerely  hope  that  the 
Alchemist  Society  of  the  future  will  attain  greater  heights 
and  far  surpass  its  predecessor. 
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Euclidean  Society 

THERE  is  not  a  member  of  this  year's  Euclidean  Mathe- 
matical Society  who  can  honestly  say  that  he  has  not 
enjoyed  the  aforementioned  organization  immensely  this  past 
year.  This  is  due  to  the  fact  that  interesting  programs  were 
always  on  hand  and  were  ably  supervised. 

The  above  mentioned  society  contains  a  group  of  Sopho- 
more boys,  and  upper  classmen  who  are  proficient  in  mathe- 
matics of  all  kinds  and  interested  in  the  discussion  of  scientific 
problems  and  inventions.  In  this  way  a  student  may  acquaint 
himself  with  a  larger  number  of  the  interesting  and  worth-while 
things  that  are  going  on  about  us  every  day. 

Although  the  Euclidean  Society  does  not  promote  any  social 
activities  throughout  the  school  year,  it  always  has  an  annual 
banquet  in  May,  which  is  attended  by  all  members  and  faculty 
advisors.  Very  elaborate  plans  are  now  being  arranged  for  this 
year's  banquet. 

In  reviewing  the  past  year  the  club  has :  first,  tried  to  help 
each  of  its  members  with  his  personal  problems  along  the  lines 
of  mathematics  and  science;  second,  to  be  a  source  of  help  to  the 
school  and  its  teachers ;  and,  third,  to  build  up  an  organization 
to  carry  on  the  work  which  the  Euclidean  Society  annually  does. 
The  person  who  has  helped  the  most  in  reaching  all  three  of  our 
goals  is  undoubtedly  our  faculty  advisor,  Mr.  Mathias.  It  was 
his  support  and  his  advice  that  enabled  the  members  to  say  that 
they  enjo}'ed  one  of  the  most  prosperous  seasons  in  the  history 
of  the  club. 

Although  the  Euclidean  Society  will  be  somewhat  handi- 
capped by  graduation  of  a  large  percentage  of  its  members 
and  officers,  care  has  been  taken  to  leave  enough  members  who 
are  capable  of  carrying  on  the  program  of  this  society  with 
great  enthusiasm. 


i 


SK 


lES^P^ 


24.?  I 


iiiiBiiriPiirijri'y^t.   mt 


'^>fiy^i  "■ 


FS 


:m 


f% 


M 


[244] 


^^F:s!b-igms^msimt^mmfi:j>.H^M 


Euclidean  Society 

FOUN'DED    1923 


Motto:    J II  Sc 


Folloivs  Alathematics 


OFFICERS 

William  Lucas President 

Ken  Gillett Vice-President 

Frederick  Gilchrist Treasurer 

Charles  Faber..... Secretary 

Russell  Davis Critic 

Kexxeth   Ruhl Censor 

John  H.  Bryce Reporter 

Willard  Lowry Sergeant-at-Arms 
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MEMBERS 


Donald  Alspach 
Robert  Binge 
John  Henry  Bryce 
Ralph  Cooley 
Russell  Davis 
Marion  Davey 
Frederick  Edington 
Paul  Erier 
Charles  Faber 
Thomas  Farmer 
James  Fortune 
Murray  Friedman 
Frederick  Gilchrist 
Ken  Gillett 
Sidney  Green 
James  Dixon 
John  Houston 


Robert  Kelly 
Homer  Kripke 
George  Little 
Willard  Lowry 
Stanley  Lemke 
William  Lucas 
John  McCord 
Louis  Ravin 
Frederick  Reibel 
Kenneth  Ruhl 
Arthur   Sweet 
Donald  Swan 
Elmer  Sperry 
Willard  Smith 
Dixon  Sweeney 
Devon  Thompson 
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Senior  Friendship  Club 

OFFICERS 

Martha  Tom President 

Josephine  Laskey J'ice-President 

Dorothy  Michexer Secretary' 

Elizabeth  Repasz Treasurer 

Mary  Folger Chaplain 

Mabel  Keckeley .Reporter 

Mary  Parker Social  Chairman 

Henrietta  Lechner Social  Service 

Albry  Armstrong Ways  and  Means 

Ruth   Carnes Sergeant-at-Arms 


MEMBERS 


Albrj'  Armstrong 
Florence  Brown 
Helen  Arndt 
Maria  Cole 
Ruth  Carnes 
Hazel  Dence 
Mary  Folger 
Helen  Hehl 
Beatrice  Grover 
Betty  Burrell 
Valivia  Bowman 
Ruth  Davis 
Victoria  Baldwin 
Virginia  Barton 
Thelma  Greenaway 
Dorothy  Kaufman 
Kathryn  Kaufman 
Josephine  Laskey 
Dorothy  Michener 
Eloise  McElroy 
Mary  Ann  Parker 
Alice  Dresser 


Lenore  Dresser 
Muriel  Behring 
Josephine  Gray 
Ella  Louise  Gilmore 
Catheryn  Gilmore 
Henrietta  Lechner 
Elizabeth  Repasz 
Frances  Ritter 
Virginia   Russell 
Martha  Tom 
Florence  Whittman 
Eleanor  Mueller 
Mabel  Keckeley 
Helen  Reynolds 
Helen  Henry 
Leila  Scheppler 
Helen  Starkweather 
Evangeline  Seifke 
Helen  Treteure 
Helen  Walker 
Dorothv  Leive 
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Senior  Friendship  Club 

ONCE  again  the  Scott  Friendship  Club  has  completed 
its  year's  work,  and  as  we  look  back  we  find  many 
pleasant  memories  of  the  year  1925-26.  The  club  is  ever 
striving  to  promote  the  welfare  of  Scott,  and  if  in  some 
way  we  have  made  our  school  better,  we  are  satisfied.  The 
club  was  organized  for  friendship's  sake,  and  it  extends  a 
helping  hand  to  all  Scott  girls. 

This  year  has  been  full  of  many  activities.  There 
have  been  hikes,  roasts,  and  parties  throughout  the  year 
which  kept  us  interested  in  the  social  side  of  the  club. 
Besides  these,  some  other  worth-while  things  have  been 
accomplished.  On  November  17th,  tea  was  given  at  the 
Y.  W.  C.  A.  in  honor  of  the  National  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
Workers.  On  February  19th,  the  Friendship  Clubs  of 
the  four  high  schools  held  their  annual  banquet,  which 
brought  forth  the  keenest  rivalry  and  best  of  fellowship. 
The  meetings  have  been  of  unusual  interest  this  year,  and 
have  been  very  well  attended.  Our  motto  has  been,  "Our 
Quest  on  the  King's  Highway,"  and  a  great  many  inspira- 
tional talks  were  planned  from  this  topic.  Among  some 
of  the  speakers  were  Mrs.  Allen  Stockdale,  Miss  Caughey, 
Miss  Bennette,  Miss  Laskey,  and  Miss  Gates.  The 
Friendship  Club  would  not  be  fulfilling  its  purpose  if  it 
did  not  help  some  one  outside  the  club,  and  so  this  year 
each  member  was  assigned  an  orphan  from  the  Miami 
Children's  Home.  We  gave  several  parties  for  the  chil- 
dren, and  each  girl  had  an  orphan  to  entertain. 

The  co-operation  of  the  club  and  the  advisors  has 
made  all  these  things  possible  and  we  feel  that  the  time 
spent  this  year  has  been  well  worth-while. 
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Senior  Hi-Y  Club 

FIFTY-SIX  years  ago  a  group  of  young  men  in  lola,  Mich- 
igan, organized  the  first  High  School  Young  Men's  Chris- 
tion  Association  Club  of  which  there  is  any  record.  This  little 
organization  has  since  grown  into  hundreds  of  clubs,  represent- 
ing every  state  and  many  nations,  and  enrolling  many  thousands 
of  boys  in  its  membership.  In  1917,  the  Hi-Y  was  established 
in  Toledo.  The  organization  at  that  time  was  composed  of  just 
a  few  boys  from  the  school  who  were  considered  "leaders,"  and 
who  were  interested  in  the  woriv.  Today  there  are  eight  Hi-Y 
Clubs  in  the  city  with  a  total  membership  of  three  hundred  and 
twenty  fellows. 

The  purpose  of  the  Hi-Y  Club  is  to  create,  maintain  and 
extend,  throughout  the  school  and  community,  high  standards 
of  Christian  character. 

The  slogan  is,  "Clean  Living,  Clean  Speech,  Clean  Schol- 
arship, and  Clean  Athletics." 

The  Scott  Senior  Hi-Y  has  had  a  very  successful  and  active 
year.  In  September  the  Freshman  Mixer,  which  was  sponsored 
by  the  club,  aided  the  Freshman  boys  to  get  better  acquainted 
and  to  feel  at  home  at  Scott.  Other  features  of  interest  have 
been :  The  "Vocational  Guidance  Campaign,"  in  which  the 
Seniors  were  given  interviews  with  prominent  business  and  pro- 
fessional men  of  the  city,  to  help  them  decide  their  life  work; 
the  "Courtesy  Campaign,"  which  was  promoted  by  the  club; 
and  the  Freshman  Mass  Meeting,  which  was  just  another  at- 
tempt to  bring  the  Freshmen  closer  together  and  to  give  them  a 
true  idea  of  Scott  Spirit. 

At  the  Northwestern  Ohio  Hi-Y  Conference,  which  was 
held  in  Toledo  on  February  13,  1926,  the  Scott  Senior  Club 
had  the  honor  of  officiating  at  the  Initiation  Ceremonies. 

In  looking  back  over  the  year  it  is  the  opinion  of  the 
officers  and  members  that  we  owe  our  success  this  year  to  the 
fine  guidance  and  leadership  of  our  never-tiring  advisors,  O.  B. 
Kirk  and  R.  D.  Miller. 
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Senior  Hi-Y  Club 


OFFICERS 

Ed3ar   Sanders President 

Robert  Kelly I'ke-Presideiit 

KiRTLAXD  Harsch Secretary 

JoHX   H.  Brvce Treasurer 

O.  B.  Kirk Faculty  Advisor 

R.  D.  Miller Y.  HI.  C.  A.  Advisor 


FT 
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^MEMBERS 


John  Blvth 
Jack  Briggs 
John  T.  Bryce 
Clark  Comstock 
Russell  Davis 
Henry  Doder 
Charles  Faber 
Crawford  Felker 
Fred   Fiken 
Fred  Gilchrist 
Kenneth  Gillett 
George  Gowen 
John  Hungarland 
Sam  Jordan 
James  Lasley 
Kenneth  Lindersmith 
Edgar  Sanders 
Robert    Kellv 


Kirtland   Harsch 
John  H.  Bryce 
Willard  Loury 
Archie  Morrison 
Pete  Murphy 
Frank  Peters 
Wilfred  Orwig 
Edward  RoBare 
William  Roemer 
Phil   Schaefer 
Carrollus  Sheffield 
Charles  Wertz 
Robert  Weston 
Harry  Irwin 
Milton  Rideout 
George  Tobias 
Stuart  Stead 
Fred  Ritter 


M 
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Junior  Friendship  Club 

OFFICERS 

Clara  Mae  Halstead President 

Charlotte  Bisseli J'ice-President 

Jean  Schible Secretary 

Genevieve  Kurth Treasurer 

Elizabeth  Wilder Chaplain 

Virginia  Clark Sergeant-at-Anns 

Ruth  Osborne Reporter 

MEMBERS 

Helen  Keckelev  Eunice  Boice  Eleanor  Noyes 

Elizabeth  Wilder  Margaret  Vivian  Alma   Hinchman 

Hester  Tom  Mildred  Johnson  Dorothy  Cieland 

Ruth  Rice  Mary  I.  Dauber  Florence  McKinley 

Virginia  Clark  Ruby  Foreman  Dorcas  Collins 

Edna  Riley  Jane  Hoffman  Doris  Williams 

Julia  R.   Neptune  Mildred  Buer  Margaret  Stone 

Mildred  Buchier  Ruth  Osborne  Genevieve  Kurth 

Marian  Cooper  Jane  Hupman  Betsy   Noyes 

Dorothy  Cole  Clara  Kinnison  Elizabeth  Patterson 

Doris  Idoine  Irma  Meminger  Clara   Hartman 

Crystal  Kohler  Ruth  Applegate  Jean   Schible 

Ruth  Krull  Janet  Lloyd  Jacqueline   Carpenter 

Dorothy  McChesney  Mae  Cooley  Florence  McCoppin 

Rebecca  Watt  Helen  Ruth  Trimble  Lillian  Quigley 

Genevieve  Sutton  Mary  Fenton  Grace  Marie  Sanzenbacher 

Mary  Smead  Ruth  Page  Sarah  Louise  Landers 

Margaret  Norton  Margaret  Eckhardt  Margaret  Ross 

Lillian   Smith  Doris  Johnson  Clara  Mae  Halstead 

Mable  Timson  Virginia  Beckham  Elizabeth  Peck 

Barbara  Taylor  Leora  O'Rourke  Mary  Wine 

Maebyron  Rose  Katherine   Hahn  Charlotte  Bisseli 

Jane   Stuart  Isabelle  Spencer  Thelma  Williams 

Kathryn  Hindeman  Wilma   Hall  Helen  Wise 

Ruth  Harsch  Jane  Eberle  Florence  L'lmer 
Dorothy  Henning 


TN  THE  fall  of  1924  a  new  club  came  into  e.xistence.  It  had  thirty- 
-*-  five  members.  This  club  became  known  as  the  Junior  Friendship 
Club.  At  the  present  time  it  is  the  largest  of  its  kind  in  the  city,  and 
one  of  which  to  be  proud.  There  are  eighty-eight  members  now, 
nearly  three  times  as  large  as  in  the  beginning.  It  is  rapidly  growing 
under  the  supervision  of  Miss  Ila  Park,  and  Miss  Lillian  Krueger. 

Our  Christmas  party  was  a  great  success.  The  honored  guests 
were  orphans  from  the  Miami  Children's  Home.  There  were  gifts 
and  refreshments  for  them  all. 

One  of  the  largest  of  our  undertakings  of  the  year  was  an  "Irish 
Jig"  mixer,  held  in  the  Scott  gym. 


wmm 


[253] 


i 

1    1 


254 


Junior  Hi-Y  Club 

OFFICERS 

Don  Blackburn President 

Robert  Chapman J'ice-President 

Robert  Elwell Secretary 

Charles  Marshall Treasurer 

Richard  Pheatt Sergeant-at-Arms 

Mr.  R.  J.  Langstaff Faculty  Advisor 

Mr.  R.  D.  Miller Y.  71/.  C.  A.  Advisor 

MEMBERS 

Richard  Kcilholtz  Harold  Tcniicy 

Don  Crook  Don  Jackson 

Gordon   Sheffield  DeWitt  Grow 

Lam  Ericson  Junior  Seeger 

George  Vrooman  William  Buderus 

James  Easton  Herman  Waidner 

Edmund  Collins  Bert  Root 

John   Houston  Jerry  Kapp 

Walter  Miller  Reive  Bailey 

Richard  Kress  Howard  Imray 

Howard  Hayes  George  Little 

John  Sinclair  Gerhard   Beroset 

Charles  Briggs  Robert  Dohn 

Clarence  Carson  John  Clovis  Hall 

Earl   Hecker  Justice  Johnson 

Phillip  Lee  Robert  Burge 

Howard   Sterenston  Ned  Witherill 

Malcolm  Baxter  Robert  Elwell 

Don   Blackburn  Charles  Marshall 

Robert  Chapman  Richard  Pheatt 
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THREE  years  ago  the  executive  committee  of  the  Senior  Hi-Y 
Club  decided  that  the  Freshmen  and  Sophomores  in  the  Club 
should  have  a  greater  opportunity  for  leadership  than  was  possible 
when  mixed  in  with  Juniors  and  Seniors.  It  was  decided  at  that  time 
to  organize  a  Junior  Club  for  lower  classmen. 

Every  Hi-Y  member  can  look  with  pride  upon  the  past  year  as 
being  very  successful.  The  program  was  outlined  so  that  the  mem- 
bers have  had  an  opportunity  to  develop  the  four  sides  of  their  lives, 
physical,  mental,  devotional,  and  service. 

Our  club  aims  to  be  of  service  to  the  school.  Therefore,  with 
all  our  success  there  is  still  much  room  for  improvement,  and  through 
our  new  members  we  expect  the  Scott  Junior  Hi-Y  Club  to  rise  even 
higher  than  before. 
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Girls'  Athletic  League 

Founded  1923 

OFFICERS 

Dorothy  Remmert President 

Marian   Carlisle.... J^ice-President 

Betty  Halsted Secretary 

Barbara  O'Neill.... ,  Membership-Secretary 

Anne  Eberth Treasurer 

Marjorie  Broer Senior  Class  Leader 

Annabel  Bohnengel Junior  Class  Leader 

Clara  Mae  Halstead Sophomore  Class  Leader 

Mary  Smead Freshman   Class  Leader 

Miss  Ger.^ldine  Hamilton Faculty  Advisor 

AT  A  girls'  mass-meeting  in  the  auditorium  in  April,  1925, 
^  letters  were  awarded  for  the  year  1924-25.  Those  who 
received  them  were:  Freshmen,  Virginia  Eckhardt,  May 
Cooley;  Sophomores,  Henrietta  Cunningham,  Annabel  Bohn- 
engel, Anne  Eberth,  Marian  Carlisle,  Dorothy  Kirkbride,  Alice 
Wilson ;  Juniors,  Dorothy  Remmert ;  Seniors,  Margaret  Reider, 
Margaret  Brewster.  The  speakers  for  this  meeting  were  Miss 
Neville  and  Miss  Rex. 

The  athletic  year  of  1925-26  started  on  April  23,  1925, 
when  enrollment  for  spring  activities  took  place.  The  sports 
were :  hockey,  for  Seniors,  Juniors  and  Sophomores ;  baseball 
tennis  and  track  for  all  classes.  Miss  Yant  had  charge  of  the 
hockey  and  track  teams,  and  Miss  Breede  the  baseball  teams. 
Miss  Parks  instructed  the  tennis  classes.  A  tournament  was 
held  which  was  won  by  Lucille  Lavenberg,  with  Betty  Halsted 
runner-up.    The  medal  was  awarded  by  Mr.  Meissner. 

The  fall  term  began  shortly  after  the  opening  of  school. 
The  same  sports  were  continued  with  the  exception  of  team 
games  for  Freshmen  and  Sophomores,  which  took  the  place  of 
track.  By  marriage  we  lost  Miss  Yant  and  Miss  Breede,  whose 
places  were  filled  by  Miss  Ramsey  and  Miss  Huebner. 

The  first  of  December  saw  the  start  of  the  winter  term. 
Dancing  was  taught  by  Miss  Ramsey  on  Monday  afternoons, 
and  basketball  on  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  by  Miss  Huebner 
and  Miss  Ramsey.  The  tournament  started  after  a  month  of 
practice.  It  was  a  close  contest  between  the  t\vo  Junior  teams, 
captained  by  Annabel  Bohnengel  and  Barbara  O'Neill.  Anna- 
bel's team  came  out  victorious,  however. 
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Senior  Fasces 


MAGISTRATUS 

Jean  Forster,  Johx  Blvth ..Consules 

Jane  Moor Praetor 

Donald  Swan,  Robert  Kellv Quaestores 

Myron  Lomasney Censor  fcS 

Nancie  Morrison I'ates  m 

SOCII  CONSCRIPT!  ^  ! 

Eleanor  Basch  William  Lucas 

John  Blyth  Thomas  Miller 

James  Davies  Jane  Moor 

Ellen  Dupuis  Nancie  Morrison 

Charles  Faber  Alice  Nathan 

Lenore  Fain  Katherine  Petrie 

Jean  Forster  Elizabeth  Repasz 

Gratia  Geer  Donald   Swan  < 

Robert  Kelly  Martha  Taylor 

Josephine  Laskey  Caroline  Weismantle 

Myron  Lomasney  Lillian  Welker 

THE  Senior  Fasces  has  just  completed  a  very  successful  year. 
This  was  accomplished  by  the  splendid  co-operation  of  the 
^jij  members  with  the  officers.    When  we  met  in  the  fall,  a  resolu- 

%^  tion  was  read  and  approved  that  the  sum  of  seventy-five  dollars 

remaining  in  the  treasury  of  the  Fasces  Club  of  1925,  be  ap- 
propriated for  the  purpose  of  purchasing  books  and  equipment 
for  the  Latin  department  as  a  permanent  memorial  to  Dorothy 
Tester. 

At  a  later  meeting,  the  initiation  of  the  Juniors  was  held, 
at  which  fifty-five  members  were  taken  in.  This  was  the  largest 
Junior  class  to  be  admitted  at  one  time.  v-^ 

This  spring  a  very  interesting  Latin  play  was  presented  by  ;?] 

members  of  the  organization.     The  correctness  of  everything  *'r 

pertaining  to  the  olden  times  made  it  an  event  of  which  we  may  ^| 

justly  feel  proud.  uL 

Through   the  study  of   the   classics — the   most   important  ''   '. 

study  in  the  high  school  curriculum — we  feel  that  we  have  ac- 
quired a  knowledge  of  the  olden  times,  and  an  appreciation  of 
the  works  of  the  ancient  writers.  May  the  future  Fasces  Clubs 
be  benefited  as  much  and  have  as  successful  a  year! 
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Junior  Fasces 

OFFICERS 

Ruth  Lasalle,  Stanley  Levison Comules 

Gretchen   Froelich - Praetor 

Frank  Foster Quaestor 

Donald  Strater Censor 

MEMBERS 

Betty  Anderson  Ruth  Lasalle  George  Gowan 

Dorothy   Apple  Evelyn  McCoivan  Jack   Harrigan 

Cornelia  Arnos  Lois  Peoples  David  Keedy 

Donna  Banting  Eva  Pettigrew  Stanley  Levison 

Alberta  Benze  Nina   Pocotte  Harold  Linthicum 

Annabel  Bohnengel  Betty  Rowley  Franklin  Peters 

Marian  Carlisle  Eileen   Schafer  Archie  Morrison 

Patti  Denman  Frances  Schrnidt  Jermain   Rodenhauser 

Anne  Eberth  Elizabeth   Schneider  ^  ,^^   Silverman 

\ivianFelt  Marion  Tallman  Donald   Strater 

June  Fosler  C  harlotte  Zepp  ,     .        ,.,    ^     _ 

^     ^  \.        -r       1-  u  i„„.  \/i„M„  Arthur  Westgate 

Gretchen   Froelich  jane  McNary  ^ 

Adelaide  Fullington  Evelyn  Murrav  II"      „, 

Catherine  Gilmore  John  Brown  Don  \\  inters 

Betty   Halsted  John  T.  Brvce  Frederick  Ficken 

Mary  Hauck  Frank   Foster  Edgar  Sanders 

Marcia  Imray  James  French  Robert  Weston 

Ann  Kirkby  Sprague  Gardner  Albert  Blair 
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Alpha  Sigma  Epsilon 
Dramatic  Society 

OFFICERS 

Laurel  Blair President 

Jane  Elliott Vice-President 

Evelyn  Murray Secretary 

Geraldine   Mathias Treasurer 

Emily  Shaw Costume-Director 

Walter  Argow Stage-Director 

Mrs.  Schwenke ..Faculty  Advisor 


MEMBERS 


Walter  Argow 
Laurel  Blair 
Robert  Boatfield 
Burdean  Curry 
Jane  Elliott 
Caroline  Geroe 
Delephine  Goodes 
Jean  Gould 
Mary  Hartraan 
Margaret  Haywood 
Adelaide  Hogue 
Bessie  Horwitz 
Dorothy  Mahon 
Geraldine  Mathias 


Evelyn  Murray 
Jane  Peabody 
Mary  Parker 
Elizabeth  Repasz 
Marian  Riggs 
Edward  RoBare 
Helen  E.  Rupp 
Emily  Shaw 
Donald  Strater 
Margaret  Stark 
Virginia  Wuerfel 
Bill  White 
Naomi  Zimmerman 


THE  Alpha  Sigma  Epsiloii  Dramatic  Society  was  organized 
November,  1925.  The  purpose  of  the  society  is  to  study 
drama  and  to  present  modern  plays. 

The  name  stands  for  the  three  Greek  dramatists,  Aristotle, 
Sophocles,  and  Euripides.  The  emblem  is  a  triangle,  which  was 
the  base  upon  which  the  Greek  dramas  were  written.  The 
motto  is  the  well  known  line  fiom  Shakespeare,  "All  the  world's 
a  stage." 

Membership  in  the  society  is  limited  to  juniors  and  seniors 
of  A  or  B  grades  in  English. 
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Orchestra 


OFFICERS 

WiLLARD  Smith President 

J  AXE  Davies J  "ue-P  resident 

Jessie  Lillicotch Secretary 

George  Tobias Treasurer 

El  GEXE  Snyder Business  jManager 

Carroll  Warmixgtox Assistant  Business  Manager 

Dox  Alspach,  Joe  McClellax Librarians 

Director 
Miss  Bessie  Werum 


violins 
Willard  Smith 
Jane  Davies 
Sidney  Green 
Henry   Frost 
George  Tobias 
Maxine  O'Connor 
Herbert  Bissell 
Leroy  Curzon 
Howard  Decker 
Vob  Darah 
Ernest  Klinck 
Walter  Grude 
Chester  Mjies 
Glen   Moan 
Robert  Dohn 
Robert  Merrill 
John  Lorr 
Seymour  Mendel 
Sam  Nathanson 
Margaret  Parlas 
Bessie  Tassel 
Maxine  Allen 
Robert  Jepson 
Ralph  Cobourn 
Florence  Sande 
Dorothy  Grover 
Robert  Pore 
Robert  Stein 
John  Volker 

Flute 
Dorothv  Davis 


MEMBERS 

Cellos 
Grace  Bronson 
Ruth   Earhart 
John  Brown 
Dorothy  Aftcl 
Fannie  Goldberg 
Helen  Tenny 

I'iotas 
Jessie  lill'cotch 
Vivian   Felt 

Bass  I'iol 
Edward  Jublinski 

Clarinets 
Fred  Allyn 
Adna   Snyder 

Oboe 
George  Habbeler 

Horns 
Don  Saleta 
Josephine  Bigelow 

Cornets 
Carroll  Warmington 
Don  Allspach 

Souzaplionc 
Virginia  Bigelow 

Tympani 
Jack  Henderson 

Drums  and  Traps 
Alan  Neuhart 

Pianos 
Eugene  Snyder 
Charlotte  Angell 
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Orchestra 


THE  Orchestra  of  Scott  High  was  organized  five  years  ago,  under 
the  direction  of  Miss  Bessie  Werum.  At  that  time  there  were 
about  thirty-eight  members  in  the  Orchestra;  this  number  has  in- 
creased to  fifty-five. 

The  past  year  has  been  the  most  enjoyable,  interesting  and  suc- 
cessful of  them  all.  Besides  our  regular  concert  in  the  auditorium, 
the  most  important  event  of  the  year  was  the  May  Festival  at  the 
Coliseum.  The  opera,  "II  Trovatore,"  which  was  given  by  the  Glee 
Clubs  of  Scott,  Waite,  Woodward  and  Libbey,  accompanied  by  a 
selected  orchestra  from  the  four  high  schools,  completed  the  series  of 
three  concerts.  The  second  evening  was  devoted  to  the  work  of  the 
orchestras.  On  this  program  were  two  numbers  by  the  combined 
orchestras,  one  number  by  each  alone,  and  a  number  by  a  selected 
group  of  players.  With  the  exception  of  a  few  rare  instruments,  this 
group  made  up  a  complete  symphony  orchestra,  which  played  the  first 
movement  of  Schubert's  "Unfinished  Symphony." 

Scott's  Orchestra  was  the  first  to  attempt  any  broadcasting.  With 
the  support  of  the  Lions  Club,  the  Orchestra  went  to  Detroit  and 
broadcast  from  the  Book-Cadillac  Hotel,  over  Station  WJR. 

The  following  events  made  up  the  program  for  the  past  year: 
December  lO:     Annual  concert,  in  auditorium. 
January  12:     Dedication  of  the  Art  Museum,  at  which  a  selected 

orchestra  from  the  four  high  schools  played. 
February  2 :     A  program   for  the   Lions   Club,   in   the   Richardson 

Building. 
February  20 :     The  Orchestra  accompanied  in  fine  fashion  the  Glee 

Club's  operetta,  "The  Bells  of  Beaujolais." 
March    2:     A  program  was  given  at  the  Exchange  Club. 
March    3 :     The  Orchestra  broadcast  from  Detroit,  over  WJR. 
March  12:     This  was   Orchestra  day  at   Scott.     On   this  day  the 

Orchestra  played  for  a  Mass  Meeting.     In  the  evening  a  party 

was   given   in   the  gym   for   the  Orchestra   members   and   their 

friends. 
March  14:     The  annual  afternoon  concert  at  the  Art  Museum. 
May   14,   15,    16:     The  May  Festival  of  Music,  at  the  Coliseum. 

This  proved  one  of  the  most  difficult  programs  ever  attempted 

by  any  high  school  musical  organization. 
May  23 :    The  dance  given  by  the  four  high  school  Orchestras. 
June  — :     The  picnic  by  the  four  high  school  Orchestras. 
June   1 1 :     Graduation  exercises,  in  which  the  Orchestra  played  one 

number  and  then  plaj'ed  the  march. 
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Band 

Slogan  :     iMakc  Scott  Proud  of  Its  Band 

OFFICERS 

William  McCaw President 

Wellixgto.V  Roemer Vice-President 

LvcY  Baughman Secretary 

Bill  Nayi.or Business  Manager 

RaYjMOXD   Ells Publicity  Manager 

Willis  Kirkbride Librarian 

Virgixia  Arxsmax Student  Leader 


MEMBERS 


Cornel 
Virginia  Ariisman 
Boston  Bristle 
Carlton  Burmeister 
Willard  Lo^ry 
Wellington  Roemer 
\'ictor  Schwab 
Theophilus  Ziemer 

Clarinet 
Curtice  Jacobs 
Louis  Leibovitz 
BUI   Naylor 
Fred   Simon 
Wilbert  Wacker 
David  Keedy 

Trombone 
John  Arnsman 
Wilbur  Wilson 
Paul  Zeimer 

Bass 
Edward  Klinck 
Godfrey  Kettinger 


Alto  Horn 
Lucy  Baughman 
Corliss  Emery 
William  McCaw 

Saxophone 
Walter  DeBute 
William  Cummings 
Paul   Gatten 
Robert  Kelly 
Carl  Leibovitz 

Flute 
Ruthjane  Slick 

Piccolo 
Raymond  Ells 

Ohoc 
Willis  Kirkbride 

Drums 
Vaughn  Bishop 
Lyman  Crabbs 
John  Holton 

Baritone 
Howard  Meredith 
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Band 

MANY  of  the  school  bands  in  Toledo  claim  the  honor  of 
being  the  best,  but  if  that  never-to-be-forgotten  maxim, 
"Actions  speak  louder  than  words,"  means  anything,  certainly 
the  Scott  Band  has  every  right  to  claim  the  distinction  of  being 
the  best  band  in  Toledo  High  Schools. 

With  our  new  slogan,  "Make  Scott  Proud  of  Its  Band," 
every  member  has  done  his  best  to  glorify  the  name  of  Scott 
wherever  he  went.  In  every  Scott  undertaking  the  band  has 
done  its  bit. 

At  the  Scott-Waite  Turkey  Day  game,  Scott  Band  made 
the  best  appearance  of  all  the  bands  with  their  white  trousers, 
blue  capes,  and  caps.  The  Scott  Band  was  at  every  game,  rain 
or  shine,  and  gave  the  best  it  had. 

During  the  Christmas  season  the  band  played  for  the 
Auburndale  Chamber  of  Commerce. 

The  band  gave  its  annual  concert,  Friday,  April  9,  1926. 
The  concert  was  a  triumph  from  both  a  financial  and  a  musical 
standpoint.  Its  instrumentation  was  perfect,  and  for  the  first 
time  in  its  history  the  band  did  not  have  to  go  outside  of  Scott 
for  a  single  instrument. 

The  biggest  event  in  th":  season  of  the  band  was  the  May 
Festival,  which  was  held  on  Wednesday,  May  12,  1926.  This 
was  the  first  time  the  band  had  ever  been  given  an  evening 
performance,  and  they  more  than  proved  themselves  worthy  of 
the  honor. 

In  fact,  Scott  Band  has  been  successful  in  every  venture  it 
has  attempted,  and  it  is  their  most  sincere  hope  that  they  may 
ever  merit  their  high  position  and  "Make  Scott  Proud  of  Its 
Band." 
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Glee  Club 

OFFICERS 

Don  Davis President 

Dorothy   Minneker lice-President 

Lillian  Lindow Secretary  and  Treasurer 

John  Stinehelfer Property  Manager 

Fred  Brown Stage  Manager 

EisiE  Krieft ..Publicity  Manager 


Dorothy  Affleck 
Pauline  Albertsoii 
Wilma  Ashbacher 
Victoria  Baldwin 
Lorene  Binns 
Helen  Bohnengel 
Eunice  Boice 
Charlotte  Crone 
Ifalow  Cunningham 
Miriam  Dancer 
Delia   Daniels 
Olive  Deckard 
Alice  Emery 
Phyllis  Felberger 
Ruby  Foreman 
Luella  Fritchie 
Alice  Good 
Charlotte  Haskins 
Helen   Haughton 
Carmen  Hayes 
Esther  Hively 
Dorothea  Holmes 
Dorothy  Howard 
Teasley  Howard 
Maida  Keasling 
Helen  Keckeley 
Grace  Klappich 
Leona  Krassow 
Elsie  Krieft 


MEMBERS 

Beatrice  Kuehn 
Pauline  Lewis 
Lillian  Lindow 
Helen  Matyas 
Jeannette  Miller 
Dorothy  Minneker 
Vera  Mundwiler 
Leona  McKenchnie 
Helen  Overly 
Ruth  Page 
Selma  Paris 
Lois  Peoples 
Miriam  Peters 
Iris  Pratt 
Helen  Price 
Alice  Recknagel 
Aurelia  Richter 
Ruth  Rice 

Margaret  Rinderknecht 
Mable  Roberts 
May  Sande 
Anita  Saye 
Armilda  Schoen 
Vera  Sibert 
Garnette   Smith 
Maryellen  Wagner 
Lucile  Wallett 
Fern  Welker 
Betty  Wilder 


Fred  Allyn 
Fred  Brown 
Stillman  J.  C.  Brown 
Robert  Boatfield 
Arnold  Buchlew 
Don  Davis 
Herbert  Dryer 
Carl  Eberlein 
Arthur  Ehlert 
Edgar  Emerson 
Edward  Garrison 
Paul   Garty 
Robert  Hess 
Donald  Jackson 
Arnold  Kibby 
Morris  Klopfenstein 
Richard  Kress 
Howard  Lavendar 
Arthur  Matheny 
Harold  Markowitz 
Hilbert  Merrill 
Arthur  Miligan 
John  McQuilkin 
Cliff  Rosencrans 
Fred   Simon 
John   Stinehelfer 
Howard   Spross 
Edward  Storer 
Harry  Tice 
Carroll  Warmington 


THE  past  year  has  been  unusually  successful  for  the  Scott  Glee 
Club.  Only  one  operetta  was  presented,  but  a  great  many 
students  attended  the  performance.  Interest  in  the  musical  organiza- 
tions at  Scott  seems  to  be  growing.  The  enrollment  is  larger  than  in 
many  years. 

The  operetta,  "The  Bells  of  Beaujolais,"  by  Stevens,  was  pro- 
duced the  latter  part  of  February.  Groups  of  people  came  from 
Adrian  College,  and  from  Sandusky  High  School,  for  the  occasion. 
The  cast  was  exceptionally  good  and  did  justice  to  Mr.  Ball's  careful 
training. 

Scott  Glee  Club,  as  usual,  took  part  in  the  May  Festival,  the 
I  opera  being  Verdi's  "II  Trovatore." 

fl  We  hope  that  the  interest  shown  our  organization  will  continue. 
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F.  Dohn:    "I  see  where  an  actor  fell 
30  stories  to  the  ground  the  other 
day." 
V.  Wuerfel:    "Was  he  hurt?" 
Dohn    (hopelessly)  :     "No,  they  had 
to  club  him  to  death." 


Gelzer:     "When  I  was  a  small  boy 

I  was  left  an  orphan." 
Patterson:     "What  did  you  do  with 

it?" 

*  *    * 

Fresh:      "I   want  to   ask   a   question 

about  a  tragedy." 
Prof.:     "Well?" 
PVosh:     "What  is  my  mark?" 

*  *     * 

Johnny  came  home  proudly  showing  a 
dollar  which  he  had  found  on  the 
street.  "Are  you  sure  it  was  lost  ?" 
asked  his  father. 

"Yes,  I  know  it  was,"  Johnny  replied. 
"I  saw  the  man  looking  for  it." 

*  *     * 

Colegrove :     "Fve  a  mug  here  I  want 

engraved." 
Clerk    in    Jewelry    Store:      "I    think 

you've  made  a  mistake;  the  barber 

shop  is  next  door." 

*  *     * 

So.ip-box  Lecturer:  "I  want  reform! 
I  want  social  reform !  I  want  po- 
litical reform !     I  want — " 

Voice  in  Crowd:     "Chloroform!" 

*  *     * 
There  are  meters  iambic. 
And  meters  trochaic, 

And  meters  in  musical  tone  ; 
But  the  meter  that's  sweeter, 
Completer  and  neater. 

Is  to  meet  her  in  the  moonlight 
alone. 


Late  to  bed  and  early  to  rise, 
Makes  dark  rings  under  her  eyes. 

*  *     * 

L  Chapman:     "Your  eyes  are  so  af- 
fectionate." 
J.  Baker:     "Do  you  think  so?" 
Chapman :      "Yes,    they    are    always 
looking  at  each  other." 

*  *     * 

"Youh  wukin'  now,  huh?" 
"Yessuh;  Fse  a  aquatic  engineer." 
"What  you   all   mean,   aquatic   engi- 
neer?" 
"Why,    Fse    in    charge    of    de    dish- 

washin'." 

*  *     * 

Mr.  Anderson:  "The  next  time  that 
young  fool  comes  around  here  Fm 
going  to  sit  on  him." 

Betty:    "Oh,  papa,  leave  that  to  me." 

*  *     * 

J.  Bailey:     "Waiter,  bring  me  some 

more  fish." 
Waiter:     "We  have  no  more,  sir." 
Bailey:     "But  I  can  smell  it." 
Waiter:     "Oh,  that's  the  perch  in  the 

bird  cage." 

>:;      *      « 

Doctor:  "This  looks  like  a  grave 
case." 

R.  Wieland :  "Fd  rather  be  cre- 
mated." 

H:         *         * 

Mr.  Cramer  (to  class)  :  "Who  es- 
tablished the  law  of  diminishing  re- 
turns?" 

Ellis  Kelley:     "My  laundry  man." 

*  *     * 

Nit:    "It  doesn't  take  much  to  turn  a 

woman's  head." 
Wit :      "A    kiss    on    the    cheek    will 

do  it." 
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Kitty  R. :     "Will  you  always  love  me 

this  way?" 
J.    Schroeder:      "Well,   you   see   I'm 

only  a  Freshman  now." 


"This  is  certainly  capital  punish- 
ment," said  the  prisoners  after  they 
had  been  treated  to  a  performance 
of  burlesque; 


Maid:  "Look  out,  Johnny,  I'm  go- 
ing to  scare  you.  (Kisses  him.) 
Now,  Johnny,  you  scare  me." 

J.  H.  Bryce:     "Boo." 


"This  beats  me,"  moaned  the  rug,  as 
the  man  with  the  carpet-beater  ap- 
proached. 

*  *     * 

L.  Lavenberg:  "Will  j'ou  be  a  stag 
at  our  formal  next  week?" 

P.  Gross:  "Sure.  I  love  masquerade 
parties." 

R.  Hutchens:     "How  did  you  sleep 

last  night?" 
R.  Annin :     "Terrible.     I  dreamed  I 

was  pitching  pennies,  and  tossed  all 

night." 

*  *     * 

"Who  was  the  lady  I  saw  you  with 

last  night?" 
"That  wasn't  any  lady;  that  was  your 

wife." 


Arbogast:     "I  sent  a  dollar  to  a  firm 

for    a    cure    for    my    horse    that 

slobbers." 

Yarnell :     "What  did  you  get?" 

Arbogast:    "A  slip  of  paper  on  which 

was  written :   Teach  Him  to  Spit." 


Bill  Cummings:  "What  you  peddlin', 
drugs  and  medicines?" 

Bus  Clark:     "Yes;  why?" 

Bill  Cummings:  "I'm  sellin'  grave- 
stones.    I  think  I'll  follow  you." 


Page  DeVilbiss 

I  saw  a  man  kiss  my  sweetheart.  His 
handsome  head  was  pressed  close  to 
hers.  His  fingers  strayed  through 
her  silken  locks.  Her  dainty  head 
rested  upon  his  massive  shoulder. 
Her  arms  clung  about  his  neck  lov- 
ingly. And  still  I  was  not  jealous 
— for  we  stood  alone  before  a 
mirror ! 


FA' 


And  then  she  asked  us,  "How  did 
youse  know  we  wasn't  college 
girls?" 

*     *    * 

1929 — "Are  you  taking  anyone  to  the 

Prom  ?" 
1926:       "Nope,     I'd     rather    go    to 

Europe  this  summer." 


J.  Moore:    "How  did  the  art  contest 

come  out?" 
L.  Maine:     "It  was  a  draw." 


Many  a  woman  will  sacrifice  anything 
for  the  sake  of  her  complexion — in- 
cluding her  complexion. 
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'^e  J.  F.  Bennett  Studios 

INTERIOR  DECORATION 


Furniture — Fabrics — Pictures — Art   Objects 
Madison  Avenue,  at  Eighteenth  Street 


■f 


E.  Bate:  "Honestly,  now,  do  men 
like  egotistical  women  as  well  as 
the  other  kind  ?" 

G.  Wright:     "What  other  kind?" 

■■■f    *    * 
E.    Fay:     "The  judge   decided   that 

Fted  was  innocent." 
L.  Baughman:    "Innocent?    Gee,  I'd 

love  to  meet  him." 

*  *    * 
Fiction 

Chorus  of  Taxi  Drivers:  "A  thou- 
sand pardons,  my  dear  chap.   It  was 

entirely  my  own  fault." 

*  *    * 

Raymond  Ells :  "What  does  the  sur- 
geon do  after  he  operates  on  your 
father?" 

C.  Cartwright:  "Sews  your  old 
man." 

*  *    * 

"Did  you  ever  visit  the  museum?" 
"No,  it  never  happened  to  rain  as  I 
passed  it." 

*  *    * 

"I  lost  my  poor  wife  in  the  sea." 
"My   poor    friend.      Was   she    taken 

away  by  a  wave  ?" 
"No,  by  a  life  guard." 


C.  Arnos:  "I  hear  George  is  at 
death's  door." 

V.  Daniels:  "Well,  I  hope  the  doc- 
tor pulls  him  through." 

*  *    * 

Willis:    "Have  you  met  my  beautiful 

wife  yet?" 
Gillis:     "No.  I  didn't  know  you  were 

a  bigamist?" 

■\c         *         * 

Flnbb:    "That  last  home-brew  recipe 

Jimpson  tried  must  be  a  corker." 
Dubb:     "Enthusiastic  over  it,  is  he?" 
Flubb:    "No — suspiciously  quiet." 

*  ♦    ♦ 

Bride  (at  butcher  shop)  :  "I  want 
half  a  pound  of  mincemeat,  and  cut 
it  from  a  nice,  tender  young  mince, 

please." 

*  *    * 

"One  good  burn  deserves  another," 
remarked  the  clothing  merchant 
after  a  fire  sale,  as  he  sprayed  his 
stock  with  gasoline. 

*  *    * 

Son  :  "Pa,  what  is  a  token  of  remem- 
brance?" 

Father:  "It's  a  gift  you  can't  use 
from  some  one  you  want  to  forget." 


CARNRICK 

Sandwiches,  Salads,  Soda  Fountain 
THE  MARIPOSA  ROOM 

Ideal  for  Small  Parties,  Bridge  Luncheons,  or  Any 
Social  Gathering 

AFTER  THE  THEATRE  OR  DANCE 

601  MADISON  ALWAYS  OPEN  NASBY  BLDG. 
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Overland  Theatre 

CENTRAL  AVENUE 
JACK  GARDNER,  Proprietor  Phone  Jefferson  2731 

PHOTOPLAYS  OF  DISTINCTION 
ONLY  UP-TO-DATE  PICTURES   SHOWN 


Peg  Kirkby  said  the  other  day  that 
Jim  Ward  can  pass  her  without 
speaking  cuter  than  any  boy  she 
ever  knew. 


Old  Scotch 
"Dinna  cry,  ma  wee  laddie.     If  ye 
canna  find  yer  penny  afore   dark, 
here's  a  match." 


Marian  Riggs:     "My,  my,  who  are 

those  vicious-looking  people?  What 

are  they  in  for?" 
Warden:     "Them's  me  wife  and  two 

daughters,  ma'am ;  we  use  that  for 

our  sitting  room." 
*    *     * 
"Just  to  think,  every  time  I  breathe 

somebody  dies." 
"Better  trv  Listerine." 


VANDERSALL   &   COMPANY 

HOME  BANK   BUILDING 


Municipal  Bonds 


29   S.   LaSalle  St. 

Chicago,   111. 

Phone,  Dearborn  4196 


1656   Penobscot  Bldg. 

Detroit,    Mich. 

Phone,    Main    1505 


Municipal   Bonds,  Payable  From  Taxes,  Rank  Next  to  United  States 
Government   Bonds   as  a   Safe   Investment 
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WRITE   US    FOR    OFFERINGS 
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"THOSE  CLEVER  PLACES" 

BAND  BOX  SHOPS 


404  Jefferson  Ave. 
512  Madison  Ave. 


419  Summit  St. 
2102  Madison,  at  21st 


2116  Monroe  St. 
"Everything  Homemade" 

^  SODAS,    SALADS,    SANDWICHES, 
ICE     CREAM,     CAKES,     COOKIES  " 

BUY    HER    BAND    BOX    CHOCOLATES 


Mother:  "And  were  you  a  little  gen- 
tleman at  Mary's  party?" 

B.  Root:  "Oh,  yes,  but  I  think 
Mary's  mother  must  be  blind." 

Mother:    "Blind!    Why,  son? 

B.  Root:  "Well,  when  I  went  in  she 
asked  me  where  my  hat  was,  and  it 
was  right  on  my  head  all  the  time." 


To  a  tramp  who  wanted  to  earn  a  bite 
to  eat  a  woman  said:  "If  I  thought 
you  were  honest  I'd  let  you  go  to 
the  chicken  house  and  gather  the 
eggs." 

Ttamp:  "Lady,  I  was  manager  at  a 
bathhouse  for  fifteen  years  and  I 
never  took  a  bath." 


Bell  &  Beckwith 


Members 


New  York  Stock  Exchange 


Established  1898 


is: 
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Kolleejiate  Shoes  for  Young  Men 


THE  NEWEST  STYLES  AT 
ALL  TIMES 

ZIEGLER'S 

SHOE  STORE 

Leland  S.  Ziegler,  Prop. 
311    St.   Clair  Street.   Next  to  Keith's 


Naturally 
She  stepped  out  boldly  into  the  street, 
No  rubbers  covered  her  tiny  feet, 
No  umbrella  had  she— nor  a  coat 
Her  new  straw  hat — well,  you  just 

note. 
Far    be    it    from    her    to   start    com- 
plaining. 
She  didn't  get  wet — it  wasn't  raining! 


Mr.  Bissell,  to  Harry:  "Your  esca- 
pades will  have  to  stop.  Last  week 
I  saw  you  in  three  places  where  I 
wouldn't  be  seen  myself." 


Lady  (visiting  hospital)  :  "How  often 

do  they  kill  a  man  out  there?" 
Bob  Kelly:     "Only  once,  lady." 


Who  Is  Your  Jeweler  ? 

At  every  important  turn  in  your  life,  your  Jeweler 
will  have  to  play  a  part. 

He  helps  you  select  the  engagement  and  wedding 
rings  for  the  "only  girl  in  the  world". 

You  go  to  him  for  Mother's  silver  wedding  anni- 
versary gift. 

He  keeps  your  watch  in  repair,  remounts  your 
rings  and  does  the  thousand  and  one  things  that 
demand  faith  and  confidence. 

Select  your  Jeweler  as  you  would  your  doctor — 
for  knowledge  and  reliability. 


i.'^ 


I  ) 


THE  W.  F.  BROER  COMPANY 

THIRD  FLOOR  MINIGER  BUILDING 
Adams  at  Superior  Private  Elevator 
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The  Mark 


Tke  H.  J.  Gkittencleia  6 

T'cinievs  -  'Publishers  -  IDesignevs 
Goc-nec   Erie   and   Jackson, 
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J.  F.  BOWMAN  COMPANY 


^P^cC 


AUTHORIZED 

THE  UNIVERSAL  CAR 

2111-19   ADAMS    STREET 

Phones,  Main  2563-2564 

GUARANTEED  USED  FORDS 


DEALER 


% 


Ox  The  Telephone 
Abie    (under   the   weather)  : 


"Hie! 


Hello!" 
Answer:     "Hello!" 
Abie:     "Hello!     Hie!" 
Answer:    "Hello!" 
Abie:      "My    gosh,    how    this    thing 

echoes." 


A  tear  and  sigh 
For  Buddy  Blair; 

The  grease  caught  fire 
On  his  hair. 


Irma  Beach:     "Did   you   know   that 

some  states  prohibit  the  marriage  of 

the  feeble-minded  ?" 
Allan  Owen:     "Why,  no,  I  thought 

we  could  get  married  anj'where." 

*     *    * 

"So  you  remember  'way  back  to  the 

Revolution,  do  you?" 
"Yassa.      De    Revolution    and    Gin'l 

Washington  an'  all  them." 
"Did  you  see  the  fall  of  Rome?" 
"Nossa,  Ah  didn'  exackly  see  it,  but 

Ah      recollect     hearin'      somethin' 

drop!" 


Vollmayer's  Grilled  Sandwich  Shoppe 

The  Only  Place  in  Toledo  Serving  Delicious  Grilled  Sandwiches 
Tables    and    Counter    Service   for   Theatre    and    Dancing    Parties 

Open  Until  1  A.M. 
MADISON   AVENUE,   OPPOSITE   OHIO   BANK  BUILDING 


W.  L.  SLAYTON  &  COMPANY 


DEALERS  IN 


CITY 

COUNTY 

TOWNSHIP 


BONDS 

TOLEDO,  OHIO 


ROAD 

SCHOOL 

DRAINAGE 


=   BRANCH  OFFICES  AT 

CHICAGO,  ILL. 

208  So.  LaSalle  St. 


NEW  YORK  CITY 

149  Broadway 

If  You  Want  to  Buy  or  Sell.  Write  for  Prices — We  Solicit  Your  Patronage 


NEW  ORLEANS,  LA. 
611  Gravier  St. 


^^SPSSPS^s;^ 
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Anna  J.  Link  Cafeteria 


2213  ASHLAND  AVENUE 

Surpassed  by  None  for 

THE   BEST   FOOD   AT    MODERATE   PRICES 

Adams  5303 

Open  Every  Day — Hours:  11-2  and  5-7:30 


J.  T.  Bryce:  "You  can't  blame  a 
spinster  for  being  particular;  if  she 
hadn't  been  particular  she  wouldn't 

be  one." 

*     *     * 

E.  Walper:     "Do  you  believe  in  love 

at  first  sight?" 
B.  Witker:    "No,  indeed." 
E.  Walper:    "Oh,  dear!   Well,  come 

back  again  tomorrow  nip!  t.  ' 


Headline  in  southern  newspaper: 
"Negro  Resists  Arrest.  Funeral 
Tomorrow." 

*     *     * 

A  Philadelphian  who  swallowed  a 
collar  button  has  had  three  opera- 
tions, all  of  which  failed  to  locate 
it.  If  this  sort  of  thing  keeps  up 
he  will  undoubtedly  have  to  buy  a 
new  one. 


In  TOLEDO- 


IT^ 


The  Pantheon 


FOR    GOOD    PICTURES 
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TOLEDO'S  LARGEST  OPTICAL  HOUSE 


Queen  Optical  Co. 


EYESIGHT 


526  MADISON 


SPECIALISTS 


I 


"I've  got  to  buy  a  new  tube." 

"Radio?" 

"No,  auto." 

"That  reminds  me;  my  battery  is  run 

down." 
"Auto?" 
"No,  radio." 
"I've   got   three    thousands   miles   on 

mine  without  any  trouble." 
"Six  thousand  on  mine,  easy." 
"Your  radio?" 
"No,  my  auto." 
"Dammit!  Let's  change  the  mixture." 


The  Boss:  "What's  the  big  idea? 
All  these  birds  in  my  office  ?" 

Stu  Stead :  "Some  of  the  pigeon- 
holes in  your  desk  were  empty,  so  I 
got  pigeons  to  fill  them." 

*  *     * 

"He  struck  me,  the  brute!  I'm  gonna 
divorce  him  just  as  soon  as  he  gets 
out  of  the  hospital." 

*  *     * 

The  Visitor:    "Does  the  crystal  gazer 

live  here?" 
Maid  :    "Yes,  sir ;  but  he's  over  at  the 

palmist's  getting  his  hand  read." 


THE  RICHARDSON  GARAGE 

ABSOLUTELY  FIREPROOF 


Parking  and  storage  accommoda- 
tions for  400  automobiles. 

New!  Most  convenient  to  theatres, 
stores  and  business  district  1  In  cen- 
ter of  hotel  district! 

Reasonable  rates.  Open  day  and 
night.  Rates  by  the  hour,  day  or 
month. 

PARKING  RATES 

1  hour  or  less $  .25 

2  hours  or  less 35 

3  hours  or  less .40 

4  hours  or  less 45 

5  hours  or  less 50 

6  hours  or  less 55 

8  hours  or  less 65 

10  hours  or  less 75 

12  hours  or  less 85 

15  hours  or  less 95 

18  hours  or  less 1.05 

24  hours  or  less 1.20 


Business  Parking — 8  a.  m.  to  6  p.  m. ; 

in  and  out  at  your  own  convenience, 
60  cents. 

Theatre  Parking — 7  p.  m.  till  12  p.  m., 
.i5   cents. 

Day  Storage — Bv  the  month,  $10, 
$12  and  $15. 

Day  and  Night  Storage — By  the 
month.  $13.50.  $16  and  $20. 

$10  Coupon  Books  Only  $8.5C 

(For  Short-Time  Parking  Only) 
This  is  a  special  ofifer  to  acquaint 
motorists  with  the  many  advantages 
of  the  Richardson  Garage  as  a  place 
for  parking.  Buy  yours  now  and  save 
15   per  cent. 

^'our  car  washed,  vacuum  cleaned, 
o'led  and  greased  while  stored.  Best 
service  in  Toledo  in  this  respect.  Care- 
fid  and  e.xperienced  workmen;  reason- 
able rates. 


JEFFERSON  AT  ST 


Main  1978 
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NUGENT'S 

TOLEDO'S  ORIGINAL 

Sandwich  Shop 

Where  Everybody  Goes  After  the  Dance 
SUPERIOR  STREET,  Just  Back  of  Ohio  Building 


G.    Bradlej':      "There's   one    thing    I 

want  to  know — " 
G.  Xeukom:     "Yes,  yes?" 
G.  Bradley:     "Who  waters  the  bulbs 

of  the  electric  light  plant?" 

He  kissed  her  in  the  garden ; 

The  moon  was  shining  bright. 
But  she  was  a  marble  statue, 

And  he  was  drunk  that  night. 


Ax  Old  ]VIaid's  Prayer 
Now  I  lay  me  on  the  springs, 
I  pray  the  Lord  for  wedding  rings, 
And  give  me  many,  men'y  things. 
A -man! 
*     *     * 
A  doctor  told  Ethel  Colegrove  to  rub 
crude    oil    on    her   throat    but   she 
wouldn't  do  it.     She  went  and  got 
some  that  was  refined. 


STERLING  BEESON,  INC 

Advertising 
SECOND   NATIONAL   BANK    BUILDING 
TOLEDO      ^i^S^        OHIO 


!   1 
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Spitzer-Rorick  &  Company 
MUNICIPAL 

BONDS 

Established  in  1871 
214-217  NICHOLAS  BUILDING 


F.     Fast     (looking     at     his    watch): 
"Well,  I  must  be  off." 
D.     Woodrow:       "That's     what     I 
thought  when  I  met  you." 
*     *     * 

C.  Hayden:     "How  is  it  you  haven't 

a  date  tonight." 
K.    Harsch:      "All   my   efforts   were 

fruitless." 


J.    Pankhurst:      "^Vhen    is   a    giri    a 

coward  ?" 
Bill  Lowry:     "When  she  won't  meet 

you  face  to  face." 

*     *     * 

"You  are  always  going  around  with  a 

chip  on  your  shoulder." 
"That's  better  than  carrying  a  block 

around  as  vou  do." 


LINCOLN 

Motor      Cars 


EVEN  A  SUPERFICIAL  ACQUAINTANCE 
WITH  THE  LINCOLN  IS  SUFFICIENT  TO 
CREATE  A  DOMINANT  IMPRESSION  OF 
DISTINCTION    AND    INDIVIDUALITY. 


MAIN  7133 


MADISON  AT  TWENTIETH 


I  Arnold -Beck -Culver  Companjr  g 
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Princess-Parainount  Theatre 

"The  House  of  Refinement" 

PARAMOUNT    PICTURES    SHOWN    EXCLUSIVELY 

Christie,   Mermaid,   Juvenile,   Cameo   Comedies 

International  News 


She:  "Ha\'e  you  noticed  what  a  lot 
of  simple  little  things  there  are  in 
evening  dresses  this  3'ear?" 

He:  "I  should  say  1  ha\e.  r\e 
danced  with  at  least  twenty  ot 
them." 


Boll  Foster  (seeing  her  kiss  her  dog)  : 
'May  I  have  a  kiss,  too?" 

P.    Damschroder:      "I    never    kissed 
my  dog  when  he  was  a  puppy." 


W.  Dence :  "Doctor,  don't  you  find 
it  inconvenient  to  tra\'el  miles  to 
sec  me  ?" 

Doctor:  "Oh,  no;  I  ha\e  another 
patient  near  here,  and  so  I  get  the 
chance  to  kill  two  hinls  with  one 
stone." 

*  *  :S 

Teacher:      "I'm   only   piniishing   you 

because  I  love  you." 
C.  Petty:     "I  wish  I  was  big  enougl; 

to  return  your  love.  " 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Kable's  Restaurant 


318-320  SUMMIT  STREET 


.^WSm^^'^^-?r:^^^^Mi^: 
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LUNCHES 


After  the  Dance  At 

TEOPA'S 

Where  the  Crowd  Goes 


SODAS 


337  ST.  CLAIR  STREET 


&  Mohr  Art  Galleries 


PAINTINGS 
FURNITURE 

Visitors  Welcome 


ETCHINGS  FRAMES 

LAMPS      ART  NOVELTIES 

915  MADISON  AVENUE 


The  Eternal  Femme 
If  oil  ask  me  why  I'm  mad  at  Jack; 

I  guess  you  haven't  heard — 
He  promised  not  to  kiss  mc,  and 

The  poor  boob  kept  his  word. 

*     *     * 

Sonny  Pinklestein:    "Fadder,  vas  your 

peoples  well-to-do  ?"' 
Fadder  Finklestein :     "No,  son,  they 

vas  hard-to-do." 


Miss  Perkins  (lecturing  on  moral 
conditions)  :  "And  I  tell  )0u  that 
fifty  per  cent  of  the  girls  today  ex- 
pect to  be  hugged,  and  the  other 
fifty  per  cent  demand  it!" 

Russ  Da\is:  "Pardon,  could  you 
give  me  the  addresses  of  the  latter 
percentage?" 


Ohio  Clover  Leaf 

Milk  and  Cream 


'^^gg®)^ 


REAL  QUALITY  DAIRY  PRODUCTS 
Phone,  Main  7505 


'.::'£^mtm^ii-v-To>^  i  A  >< 


Great-  Grandmother 
as  a  Girl — 


"LJAD  ]ier  wovk  to  do.  She  Avove  ra))rics  at 
tlie  spinnine,'  Avlieel  and  found  tlie  task  an 
enjoyable  one.  Tlie  ft'irl  of  today  finils  plea.'^ant 
eniploynient  at  the  tek'ijhone  switehboard, 
wliere  she  helps  "weave  the  fabric  of  commercial 
and  social  life  over  the  wires  connecting!,'  mil- 
lions of  tele]ihones. 

The  telephone  operator  works  in  light  and 
airy  offices.  She  is  seclnded,  never  coming  in 
contact  with  the  public  excei^t  over  the  tele- 
]5lione  wires. 

The  Ohio  Bell  Telephone  Company  has 
positions  for  young  women  avIio  can  qualify  for 
the  work.  Those  who  are  seeking  larotitable 
and  pleasant  employment  are  urged  to  visit  our 
application  department. 


Ohio  Bell  Telephone 
Companjr 


360  SPITZER  BUILDING 


n 

m 

M 


IT    IS    AN    ART 

To  be  able  to  bake  good  Bread,  Cake,  Pies  and  Cookies 
Cultivate  it.      Start  by  using 


CAMP'S  Pansy  Flour 

It  is  the  Best  for  All  Purposes 


Kate   Ellis:      "I   would   like   to   be   a 

milkmaid." 
Perci\al:     "But  you   are  too  small." 
Kate   E.:      "Oh,   I'll   be   a  condensed 

milkmaid,  of  course." 

Norman  Levey  to  Jane  Davies:  "I 
wish  you  wouldn't  knit  at  meals.  I 
can't  tell  \vhere  my  spaghetti  leaves 
off  and  vour  sweater  begins." 


From  Test  Papers 
Gender  shows  whetlier  a  man  is  mas- 
culine, feminine,  or  neuter. 
Cemetery  —  The     one     place     where 
prince  and  pauper,  porters  and  pres- 
idents, are  finallv  on  the  dead  level. 


Marge  Broer  to  Bud  Wing  (on  auto 

ride)  :     "I  think  your  clutch  needs      Mi). 
tightening." 


I 


WOODVILLE 

LIME 
PRODUCTS 


^ 


TOLEDO,  OHIO 


1 
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FURS  OF  FASHION 


FURS  OF  QUALITY 


Ferdinand  Roth 


PRACTICAL  FURRIER  AND  DESIGNER 

REMODELING  REPAIRING  STORAGE 

Large  Assortment  of  Misses'  Coats 

Phone  Adams  3412  911  Madison  Avenue 


Papa  Evans:  "AVhat  does  the  chap- 
lain do  here?" 

Bud  :  "Oh,  he  gets  up  and  looks  o\er 
the  student  body  and  then  prays  for 
the  school." 

Applegate:  "Where's  the  funny 
paper?" 


Schackne 


'Funny    paper!      Today 


ain't   Sunday.      I    told   you   not   to 
take  that  bath  last  night." 


Mr.  Hrunson:     "What  is  density?" 
Labo:     "Er,  I  don't  know,  but  I  can 

give  you  an  illustration." 
Mr.    Branson :      "The   illustration    is 

excellent.     That  will  do." 

Jeanne:      "\A''ould    you    pLit    yourself 

out  for  me  ?" 
E.  RoBare:     "Certainh-  I  would." 
Jeanne:     "Please  do,  it's  after  twelve 

and  I'm  awfully  sleepy." 


Religion  and  Education 

Two  Essentials  of  Life 
THEREFORE 

First  Congregational  Church 

Collingwood,  Acklin  and  Virginia 
and 

Scott  High  School 

CAN  CO-OPERATE 

Young  People  Are  Interested  in  Both 

And 
Both  Are  Interested  in  Young  People 

First  Congregational  Church  Is  Open  to  All  and  Is  Ready  to 
Serve  Seven  Days  in  the  Week 

Morning   Services — Bible  School,  9:30;  'Worship   Hour,   10:30 
Evening  "Voung  People's  Meeting,  5:30 

ALLEN   A.   STOCKDALE,  D.D.,   Minister 
RICHARD   O.   FICKEN,  A.M.,  Associate   Minister 
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Guide  (at  ancient  castle)  :     "This  is 

the  moat.     Are  there  any  questions 

you  would  like  to  ask?" 
American:    "Yes.  How  in  heck  could 

a   fellow   get   one   of   those   in   his 

tye?" 

A  little  girl  was  crossing  the  Atlantic 
with  her  mother.  It  was  her  first 
ocean  trip.  The  sea  was  as  smooth 
as  the  proverbial  mill-pond  for  the 
first  three  daj's ;  then  the  ship  be- 
gan rolling  and  pitching  heavily. 
The  child  could  not  understand 
what  had  happened.  "Mamma,"  she 
s?.id,  "what's  the  matter;  are  we  on 
a  detour?" 

The  colored  janitor  had  overheard 
the  head  clerk  ask  the  boss  for  a 
month's  vacation,  saying  he  was  go- 
ing to  be  married. 

"Lawsy,  lawsy!"  exclaimed  the  old 
man,  shaking  his  head.  "What  de 
worl'  comin'  to,  when  a  gemmun 
lak'  dat  only  figgers  on  his  ma'iage 
Ir.stin'  fo'  weeks?" 


Burton:    "Burlington  has  written  an- 
other short  story." 
Stacey:     "How  do  j'ou  know?" 
Burton:      "He    bought    five    dollars 
worth  of  stamps  today." 

"Yes,  I  know  that  Grandma  is  old 
and  feeble — but  I  think  she  should 
be  iiiMie  to  sweep  up  her  own  cig- 
arette ashes !" 

Speaking  of  mistranslations,  the 
French  rendering  of  "Love's  Last 
Shift"  as  "La  Derniere  Chemise  de 
I'Amour"  is  classic.  Less  well 
known  is  the  case  where  the  English 
farce,  "Hit  or  Miss,"  was  billed  in 
Paris  as  "Frappe  ou  Mademoiselle." 
And  as  rich  as  any  was  the  French 
translator's  rendering  of  Barrie's 
"The  Stickit  ilinister"  as  "Le 
Ministre  Assassine." 

Garry:      "Were  you   ever  up   in   the 

Woolworth  Tower?" 
Barry:     "Good  Lord,  no!  I  was  born 

in  New  York." 


Hugh:      "Are  3'ou   the  girl   I   kissed 

Jbetween  dances?" 
Irene:    "Which  dances?" 

Fairy  Stor}? — Once  a  young  married 
man  invited  friends  to  a  turkey  din- 
ner and  said  he  would  carve  the 
bird  himself,  which  he  did  very 
neatly. 

«     *     * 

"John,"  said  Mrs.  Smith,  timidly, 
"I'm  afraid  Eloise  will  have  to  have 
a  new  hat,  too.  The  one  she  has  is 
so  shabby  that  I  am  ashamed  for 
the  poor  child  to  be  seen  carrying 
it  in  her  hand." 


Modern  Marriage  Slogan — "Cheer 
up!     Divorce  is  5'et  to  come." 

Customer:     "Have  you  a  confessional 

magazine?" 
Drug  Store  Clerk:     "No,  but  here's 

something  just  as  bad." 

Nowadays,  for  the  flapper,  there's 
only  a  slip  'twixt  the  frock  and  the 
hip. 

Tourist  (to  Florida  dog  breeder): 
"What  is  the  price  of  that  dog?" 

Breeder:  "Two  hundred  a  front 
foot." 
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CAMPBELL  CS,  COMPANY 
Municipal  Bonds 


SPITZER  ARCADE 


TOLEDO,   OHIO 


Don't  Neglect  Your  Eyes 

See  PARKER 


and  See  Better 


352  OHIO   BUILDING 


Phone  MAIN  6734 


Cop  ( to  struggling  man  in  pi"i\ate 
pond)  :  "Come  out  of  that.  You 
can't  swim  in  there." 

Hill  Lucas:  "I  know  I  can't.  That's 
why  I'm  hollering  for  help." 

"Why  is  this  milk  sour,  Sam?" 
"Your  contented  cows  are  getting  sar- 
castic,  father.'' 


The  absent-minded  professor  and  his 
wife  had  been  invited  out  for 
luncheon.  As  usual  he  was  making 
his  share  of  social  blunders.  Finally, 
when  they  were  seated  next  to  each 
other  at  the  table,  she  nudged  him 
and  whispered,  "James,  where  are 
your  manners?" 

"AVhy,  Martha,  they  must  be  in  the 
wash.  I'm  sure  I  changed  them 
this  week." 


M 


ILFORD 


Formerly 

The  Rosenbautn 

School 


Small  classes  with  highly  individualized  in- 
struction, assuring  thorough  preparation  for 
college  board  examinations. 

Experienced  facultj-  with  sympathetic 
understanding  of  boys'  needs  and  problems. 

\  unique  school,  combining  individual  in- 
struction with  organized  school  activities. 

Students  admitted   at  an^■  time. 


For  catalog  address 

S.    B.    ROSENBAUM,    Director 
Milford,   Connecticut 


^A 
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Compliments  of 

Kable's  Lunch  Room 


909  MADISON  AVENUE 


THE  ERNEST  H.  WITKER  COMPANY 


INSURANCE,   REAL   ESTATE 
RENTALS 

PHONE  MAIN  2753  626  SPITZER  BLDG. 


"Alaggie,    these   eggs   are   as   hard    as 

e\er.       I     thought    I     told    you     I 

wanted   them  soft." 
"Sure,  an'  I  biled  thim  five  hours  this 

time,    mum,    but    it   don't   seem    to 

make  no  difference. " 

R.  Ward:  "Was  1  stewed  last 
night?" 

B.  Swartzbaugh :  "Was  you?  Say, 
when  I  saw  you  last  night,  you  had 
just  dropped  a  penny  in  a  mail  box 
outside  the  Woolworth  Building 
and  was  looking  at  the  top  to  see 
how  much  vou  weighed." 


The  handsome  life  guard  floated  laz- 
ily out  into  the  cool,  refreshing 
water — his  eyes  closed,  his  whole 
body  relaxed  and  content.  He  sud- 
denly felt  a  soft,  warm  arm  slide 
lovingly  around  his  neck  and  still 
another  glide  tenderly,  caressingly 
over  his  sleek  black  hair.  His  eyes 
remained  closed.  It  was  too  per- 
fect, too  romantic  to  stir.  Slowly 
another  arm  closed  around  his 
chest.  Then  he  languidly  opened 
his  eyes  to  greet  this  lovely  maiden 
of  his  dreams — 

"My  God! — an  octopus!'' 


Phone,    Jeff.    0345 


•-    FI.ORISTS 


2156    Scottwood 


SCHWEITZER  &  KAPPUS 

WE  APPRECIATE 


YOUR  PATRONAGE 


Collingwood   and    Delaware 


2517    Collingwood 


l-i? 
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Club   Pins,  Class   Rings,  Medals,  Loving   Cups,  Trophies, 
Engraved   Stationery,   Favors 

JEWELERS  FOR  SCOTT  HIGH 

The  Toledo  Jewelry  Mfg.  Co. 


DIAMONDS 


Third  Floor  Smith  and  Baker  Bldg. 
Adams  and   Superior  Sts. 

WATCHES 


JEWELRY 


i 


Joiin  I^lyth  says  that  Minneapolis  and 
St.  Paul  are  to  be  combined  under 
the  same  name  —  Minnehaha. 
Minne  for  JMinneapolis,  and  Jiaha 
for  St.  Paul. 

The  woman  who  married  a  man  to 
reform  him  now  has  a  daughter 
who  does  things  he  ne\er  even 
heard  of. 

When  a  woman  motorist  holds  out 
her  hand,  then  you  can  be  certain 
that  she  is  either  going  to  stop,  turn 
to  the  right,  or  turn  to  the  left. 


Nothing  grieves  a  Freshman  more 
than  to  study  the  wrong  lesson  and 
learn  something  he  wasn't  required 
to  learn. 


Max  K. :     "The  Browns  iiave  a  new 

baby." 
Delphine  G. :     "Sheik  or  \amp?" 

Something  ought  to  be  done  to  stop 
the  proposed  invasion  of  Mexico  by 
the  Ford  car.  Conditions  are  shaky 
enough  already. 

»     *     * 

Julius:  "I  think  those  slow-motion 
pictures  are  tiresome." 

Caesar:  "This  isn't  a  slow-motion 
picture.  This  is  a  view  oi  a  plumber 
working  at  top  speed.  " 

"Does  your  man  work,  Mrs.  Waggs?" 
■'Oh,' yes;  he  peddles  balloons  when- 
ever   there's    a    parade    in    town. 
What  does  your  husband  do?" 
"He     sells     smoked     glasses     during 
eclipses  of  the  sun." 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  THE 


TEMPLE  THEATRE 


TOLEDO'S  HIGH  CLASS 
AMUSEMENT  CENTER 
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THERE     SURE 

Will  be   a   flocK 
of  teaks     shed 
vn/hen    this     old 

R.OULEa     SKATE 
LEAVES      SCOTT. 
PETTv     HAS     TO    C0M£ 
BACK    TO    \/i5iT      NOW 
AnO   tKEN     though 


A    SAO 

SEMVOR.^ 

(there    '^^^'^ 
ANN  1 


A     PRESM- 
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A 
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A 
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A 

- 

A     SENIOR'S 
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DO    VA 

SU  PPOSE 
VJILL     CARRV 


DOHN 
OOT 


REdOME 

SWARTZ6AUfrH 
IS    G-OI  NG-   -TO    Bf- 
ATHE/ST" 
EioviyT/or//ST 
SPiRITuAi-i^-r 

Of=    /     HAVE     LEFT- ANy 
THINGS    OUT     HF     /S  O0lt<JC- 
-ro      BE      TH  AT       TO  O ) 


PRES. 


J.    E8ERTH 
HOLDING-    A'S 

ONI. 
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The  Toledo  Title  Company 


GARDNER  BUILDING 
COMPLETE  AND  ACCURATE  TITLE  SERVICE 


First  Convict:  "When  I  get  out  of 
here  I'm  going  to  have  a  hot  time, 
ain't  you?" 

Second  Ditto:  "I  dunno.  I'm  in  for 
life." 

*     *     * 

I  had  a  little  pony, 

His  name  was  \Vilhelm  Tell, 
I  passed  him  to  a  friend  in  need 

So  in  exam,  he  would  excel. 
He  rode  him  to  the  finish, 

And  all  was  going  well 
L  ntil  the  teacher  caught  him 

And  then  she  gave  him — E. 


R.  Merickel:  "Bobby,  I  hope  you 
didn't  tell  your  daddy  that  you  saw 
me  kissing  your  sister  last  night." 

Bobby:  "I  didn't  ha\e  to,  she  woke 
us  all  up  after  you  had  gone  and 
told  us  herself." 

The  teacher  was  telling  the  children 
a  long,  highly  embellished  story 
about  Santa  Claus,  and  Bill  began 
giggling  with  mirth,  which  finally 
got  beyond  his  control. 

"Bill!  What  did  I  whip  you  for  yes- 
terday?" asked  the  teacher. 

"F'or  lyin',"  promptly  answered   Bill. 


..K 


I  The  E.  H.  Close  Realty  Co. 


— salutes  Scott  High  School  for 
the  service  it  so  intelligently  ren- 
ders in  the  building  of  citizenship. 


M 


513  -  515    Madison    Avenue 


l;:. 
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Scott  Stationer's  Desk 


APPRECIATES  YOUR  PATRONAGE 


i 


Hank:      "Why    is    it    you   don't  see 
more  women   riding  motorcycles?" 
Yank:     "I  don't  look  for  them." 

By  this  time,  last  spring's  sweet  girl 
graduate  has  been  the  debutante, 
fiancee,  June  bride,  honeymooner, 
young  housewife,  pretty  complain- 
ant sojourning  at  Reno,  attractive 
divorcee  and  "that  dangerous 
woman.'" 


Maude:       "Aren't    you    ashamed    to 
listen  to  so  much  gossip?" 

Clara:     "Oh,  no.     I  just  don't  believe 

it!" 

*    *    * 
Voice  (on  phone)  :     "Hello.      Could 

}'0u  use  a  coal  substitute?" 

Citizen:     "Certainly.     How  much?" 
Voice  :    "$48  a  case!" 


Science  Has  Given  You  a  New 

Mazda  Lamp  That's  Better  in 

5  Different  Ways 

The  newest  as  well  as  oae  of  the  most  important  developments  in  the  electric 
light  field  is  tlie  new  Inside  Frosted  Mazda  Lamp — for  your  fixtures  and  lamps. 

This  new  Mazda  is  by  far  a  better  lamp  for  household  and  other  uses  than  you 
have  ever  used  before.     It  is  better  in  five  distinct  and  outstanding  ways: 


1.  The  Pearl  Gvay  Bulb  Imriuonizes  b,\- 
changing-  its  color  to  blend  -with  any  fix- 
ture,  shade  or  bafkground. 

2.  Easy  to  Clean.  Because  the  frosting; 
is  on  the  inside  of  the  bulb,  the  outer 
surface   is   smooth   and   sheds   dust. 


3.  Gives  ilore  Lisht.  This  new  bxilb 
gives  more  light  tnan  lamps  it  replaces  and 
reduces  the   glare  "with   its   inside  frosting. 

4.  Hore  Rug:ged.  The  strength  has  been 
greatly  increased.  Your  cost  through 
breakage  will   be   less. 


5.  Costs  Less  Thau  Previous  Lam)>s.  The 
average  price  of  all  ]\razda  Lamjis  is  51 '^c 
less  than  in  1924. 


This  is  only  one  example  of  what  the  electric  light  industry  is  doing  to  make 
your  home  lighting  more  effective  and  less  expensive.  The  new  Mazda  was  de- 
veloped at  Nela  Park,  Cleveland,  where  most  of  the  experimental  work  for  the 
mdustri,'  is  conducted. 

The  Toledo  Edison  Company 
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Spend  Your  Vacation  at 

FRANKFORT  - BEULAH 

Michigan's  Charming  Summer  Resorts 

FISHING  BATHING  CAMPING 

Attractive  21-Day  and  Season  Limit  Tourist  Fares 

SLEEPING  CAR  SERVICE  COMMENCING  JUNE   18th 

The  Ann  Arbor  Railroad 


Mistress:  "Nora,  I  saw  a  policeman 
in  the  park  today  kiss  a  baby.  I 
hope  that  you  will  remember  my 
objections  to  such  things." 

Nora:  "Sure,  ma'am,  no  policeman 
would  ever  think  of  kissin'  your 
baby  when  I'm  around." 


Waitress:      "Here's    your   shortcake, 

sir." 
E.    I\Iauk,    sarcastically:      "You    call 

that  shortcake?     Take  it  out  and 

berry  it!" 

W.  Edsoii :  "And  do  you  ha\e  rein- 
deer in  Canada?" 

L.  Henning:  "No,  darling;  it  always 
snows." 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


L.  B.  LUCAS 


^yai4^ 


It  ieems  there  were  two  college  stu- 
dents, Percy  and  Harold,  who  met 
on  the  dear  old  campus  before 
"Prom"  Week,  which  naturally 
was  the  chief  topic  of  conversation. 

"Going  to  have  a  girl  on  for  the  big 
week,  Perce?"  asked  Harold. 

"Can't  be  done,  Hal,"  replied  Percy. 
"I'm  too  terribly  broke." 

"Broke?"  retorted  Harold.  "Aw, 
S.  ().  S.  your  old  man." 

Johnson:      "The  last  pedestrian  died 

this  morning." 
Blake:     "Motorist  run  over  him?" 
Johnson:     "Xo — an  automobile  sales- 
man talked  him  to  death." 

Willis:  "This  is  a  fine  flat  j^ou  have 
here.  What  a  good-looking  phono- 
graph !" 

Ciillis:  "  1  hat  isn't  a  plionograph. 
That's  our  heater." 

Willis:  "How  stupid  of  me!  And 
what  an  attractix'e  stand  you  have!" 

Ciillis:  "That  isn't  a  stand.  That's 
our  combination  bed  and  dinmg- 
room  table." 

Willis:  "Of  course.  And — er — is 
this  pretty  creature  here  the  baby 
or  the  dog?" 

"Papa,  what  is  a  prophet?" 

"My  son,  a  prophet  is  a  man  who  tells 
you  what  is  going  to  happen  but 
doesn't  bet  anj'  money  on  it." 
*    *     * 

Willis:  "\Vhat  is  this  new  show  that 
everj'one  is  talking  about?" 

Gillis:  "It  is  an  American  produc- 
tion of  an  English  comedy  bor- 
rowed from  a  French  farce  taken 
from  a  Viennese  operetta  adapted 
from  a  Russian  version  of  a  Ger- 
man burlesque  based  on  an  Italian 
revision  of  a  Greek  tragedy." 


Crawford:  "So  you  bought  a  radio 
set,  hoping  it  would  keep  your  chil- 
dren home  in  the  evening?" 

Crabshaw:  "Yes.  Now  they  don't 
go  out  until  the  broadcaster  says 
"Good  night.  " 

Doctor:  "We'd  better  have  some  X- 
rays  taken  before  we  decide  to  do 
anything." 

Mr.  Tite:  "Wouldn't  it  be  cheaper 
if  I  tell  you  what's  the  matter?" 

Puz/.led  Playgoer  { at  a  performance 
of  "Macbeth"  in  modern  dress)  : 
'I  say,  who's  the  guy  on  the  left — 
is  that  Macbeth  or  the  stage-man- 
ager?" *     *     ,s 

Box-office  Attendant  (at  revue)  : 
"I'm  sorry,  madam,  but  I'm  afraid 
you  can't  take  your  little  dog  in 
with  you." 

The  Lady  with  the  Dog:  "Don't  be 
so  ridiculous.  Why,  Tootsy's  over 
five,  and  has  had  quite  a  big 
family!"         *     *     * 

P'ather:  "Well,  what  did  you  see  at 
the  football  game  ?" 

Daughter:  "Oh,  I  saw  Ethel's  new 
furs  and  Tommy  Dudd's  second 
wife  and  a  darling  coat  trimmed 
with  beaver." 

*     *     * 

An  extremely  indignant  convict 
stormed  into  the  deputy  warden's 
office  and  demanded  to  be  trans- 
ferred to  another  cell. 

"What's  the  matter  with  the  cell  you 
have,  Omaha?"  inquired  the  deputy. 

"It  ain't  de  cell,"  replied  the  pris- 
oner; "it's  dat  eggplant  I  lock 
with." 

"What  lias  he  done  to  you?" 

"Pulled  de  leaf  off'n  de  calendar,  an' 
it  wuz  mv  turn  I" 
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Summer  Term  Opens  June  14th 
Fall  Term  Opens  September  1st 


J'tyj//y^Si^''/<'ves//y 


After  graduation  you  should  take  a  business  course  regardless  of  your  future 
intentions.  Open  all  summer — never  closes.  Courses:  Shorthand,  Bookkeeping, 
Higher  Accounting,  Office  Training,  Secretarial,  Banking,  Comptometer,  Elliott- 
Fisher  Billing,  Burroughs  Posting,  Dictaphone. 

Please  Call  at  Our  Offices  or  Phone  Main  0708,  Adams  1830 

MELCHIOR  BROS.  Jefferson  and  Michigan 

Nearly  Fifty  Years  of  Satisfaction — Toledo's  Largest 


1  hf\  were  adrift  in  an  open  b(jat. 
The  waves  ran  momitain  high.  It 
seemed  as  if  they  were  lost.  Finally, 
one  man  fell  upon  his  knees  and  be- 
gan to  pray.  "O,  Lord,"  he  said, 
'I've  been  a  hard  drinker,  but  if 
ui\'  life  is  spared  now  I'll  never 
again — " 

"W'ait  a  minute.  Jack."  said  the  other, 
"don't  go  too  far.  I  think  I  see  a 
sail." 

J.    Peabody:      "I    want    my    portrait 

painted." 
L.  Culler:     "In  oils?  " 
J.   Peabody:     "Whaddya  think  I  am, 

a  sardine?" 


A  ntgro  mammy  had  a  family  of  boys 
.0  well-behaved  that  one  day  her 
mistress  asked,  "Sally,  how  did  j'ou 
raise  your  boys  so  well?" 

"Ah'll  tell  yem,  Missus,"  answered 
Sally.  "Ah  raised  them  boys  with 
a  barrel  stave,  an'  Ah  raised  'em 
frequent.  " 

L  ncle  Ren:  "C)ne  of  them  city  fellers 
tried  to  sell  me  the  ^Voolworth 
building." 

Uncle  Si:     "What  did  ye  say?" 

L'ncle  Ben:  "I  sez,  'All  right,  young 
feller,  wrap  it  up  ! !'  " 


AT  THE  SIGN   OF  THE 

YELLOW  TEA  POT 

WE    SERVE   DINNERS   AND    LUNCHES    PIPING    HOT 
448  Machen  St.  Mrs.    B.    Stoiber  Phone  Jeff,  2683 


SAM  MONETTA 


JACK  FLUHRER 


FRANK  KENNEDY 


The  Athletic  Supply  Company 


417  HURON  STREET 


OUTFITTERS  OF  SCOTT'S  ATHLETIC  TEAMS 
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Your  Patronage  Solicited  Work  Guaranteed 

JOSEPH  NABER,  Shoe  Maker 

2222  ASHLAND  AVE.  TOLEDO,  OHIO 


J.    Ebcrth:      "ALirch    is   the   shortest 

ivionth  of  the  year." 
J.  Hone:     "How  do  you  figure?" 
Ebcrth  :     "The  wind  blows  two  days 

out  of  every  week." 

A  jury  recently  met  to  inquire  into  a 
case  of  suicide.  After  sitting 
throughout  the  e\idence  the  twelve 
men  retired,  and  after  deliberating 
returned  with  the  following  ver- 
dict :  The  jury  are  all  of  one  mind 
— temporarily  insane. 


Professor  (in  middle  of  a  joke): 
"Have  1  told  the  class  this  one  be- 
fore?" 

Class  (in  chorus):     "\es." 

Professor  (proceeding)  :  "Good!  You 
will  probably  understand  it  this 
tune." 

S.  Jordan:  "Pa,  can  you  sign  your 
name  \^"ith  your  eyes  shut?" 

Air.  Jordan  :     "Certainly." 

Sam:  "\^''ell,  then,  shut  your  eyes 
and  sign  my  report  card." 


NORTHLAND 
STUDIOS 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHERS 

FOR 

THE  SCOTTONIAN 
1926 


515  MADISON  AVENUE 


CLOSE  BUILDING 
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You  buy  shoes  at  a  shoe  store — 

Groceries  at  a  grocery  store — 

Books  at  a  book  shop — 

Suits  at  a  clothier's — 

And  amusement  at  a  theatre. 

What  do  you  expect  to  find  at  a  Church? 

Well,  that's  our  policy. 


Collingwood  Presbyterian  Church 

COLLINGWOOD  AT  PRESCOTT 


"So  you've  sold  out  three  dozen  pairs 
of  garters  since  morning?"  cried 
the  lady  customer.  "I  don't  see 
where  tliey  all  go  to." 

"Neither  do  I,"  blushed  the  male 
clerk. 

(jretclien  St.  Amant  is  so  virtuous 
that  she  won't  stay  in  the  same 
room  with  a  clock  that's  fast. 


Scratch  as  Cats  Can- 
Two  cats,  who  had  fallen  out,  decided 
to  have  a  duel.     "Before  we  pro- 
ceed," said  one,  "let  us  have  a  clear 
understanding." 
"What  now?"  asked  the  other. 
"Is  this  a  duel  to  the  death?"  asked 
the  first  cat,   "or  shall  we  have  a 
world  series   and   make  it  the  best 
five  lives  out  of  nine?" 


I 


Are  You  Eating  Your  Share  of 


ICE  CREAM 


''  Demanded  for  Its  Quality" 

AT  ALL  FIRST-CLASS  DRUG  AND  CONFECTIONERY  STORES 
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1     ,     Pirst  Humorist:      "So  you   tell  your 
■ »         jokes  to  your  wife?" 
'         Second    Ditto:       "Certainly;    if    she 
doesn't  laugh  I  icnow  they're  good." 


f 


Nephew:  "Well,  Aunt  Sophia,  did 
yo>i  enjoy  the  footgall  game?" 

Aunt:  "Not  much.  But  the  players, 
poor  dears,  really  tried  hard  to  be 
entertaining." 

The  new  and  boring  Scots  minister 
lad  just  paid  a  long  call  upon  an 
invalid  parishioner.  At  last  he  rose. 

"Well,  John,"  he  remarked  senten- 
tiously,  "I  must  be  getting  on  my 
way.  'The  daily  round,'  you 
know !" 

A  gleam  of  interest  flickered  in  the 
sick  man's  eye.  "I'm  glad  you're  a 
gowfer,"  he  whispered.  "That's 
something  in  your  favor,  anyway!" 


"Jones  plays  golf  on   Sunda}' — when 

he  should  be  in  church." 
"Does  he?    Well,  he  might  do  worse, 

you  know." 
"Say,  did  you  ever  see  him  play  golf  ?  " 

"I  want  to  marrj'  your  daughter.  " 
"But  can  you  divorce  her  in  the  man- 
ner  to   which   she   has   been    accus- 
tomed ?" 

*      *      :;■ 

Jones:  "1  suppose  your  boy  is  big 
enough  to  wear  your  discarded 
clothes  now?" 

Brown:  "Oh,  yes,  he's  big  enough. 
I  wear  his." 

"What  do  you  think  of  women  who 

imitate  men  ?" 
"They  are  fools." 
"No,  I  really  do  not  believe  that  they 

imitate  them  to  that  extent." 


Bu.aSTUDEBAKER 


We  have  no  branch  stores  which  entail  additional 
expense.  The  retail  buyer  has  to  pay  this.  Take  ad- 
vantage of  our  low  overhead.  We  can  allow  you  more 
for  your  used  car  and  give  you  more  "Service  That 
Serves." 


LuRiE  Brothers  Co. 

STUDEBAKER  DISTRIBUTOR 

Adams  at  Thirteenth  St. 

Phone  Main  5736  or  5737 

Remember  Our  Motto:     "Service  That  Serves" 
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KABLE'S  LUNCH  ROOM 


ALWAYS    OPEN 


J.  W.  WELTY 


516  MADISON  AVE. 


WHAT  IS  YOUR  MONEY  EARNING? 

We  Pay  5%  on  Savings  6%  on  Certificates  of  Deposit 

Loan  Only  on  First  Mortgages 

OHIO  SAVINGS  ASSOCIATION 

139   MAIN   STREET  307    HURON   STREET 


Bob  Chapman :    "Are  you  sure  it  was 
a  marriage  license  you  gave  me  last 
.■iionth  ?" 
Clerk:     "Certainly,  sir;  why?" 
Chapman:     "Because  I've  led  a  dog's 
life  ever  since." 

F.    Foster:      "Sa}',    you    going   to    be 

busy  this  evening?" 
Ann  Eberth :     "No,  I'm  not." 
Foster:     "Then  you  won't  be  tired  in 

the  morning,  will  you  ?" 

Ken  Gillett,  to  Miss  Ritchie:  May 
I  take  the  Girl  of  the  Limberlost 
out  over  the  ^veek-end?" 


Ja;kLasley:     "Good  heavens!    Who 

gave  you  that  black  eye  ?" 
Ken    Knoke:       "A    bridegroom — for 

kissing    the    bride    after    the    cere- 

nionj'." 
Lasley:     "But  surely  he  didn't  object 

to  that  ancient  custom  ?" 
Knoke:     "No — but  it  was  two  years 

after  the  ceremony." 

Liz  Allabach:     "AVhat's  the  matter, 

Jacq?" 
Jacq   Carpenter:      "Nothin'.      Jus'    a 

oit   dizzy   from   readmg   a   circidar 

letter,  that's  all." 


Casey-Sullivan  Realty  Company 


DELAWARE  AND  COLLING'WOOD 


REAL  ESTATE 


INSURANCE 


OTTO  JOHNSON 


CLIFF  JOHNSON 


Johnson  Tire  (^  Supply" 
Tires  :  Accessories  :  Vulcanizing 

2031  ASHLAND  AVENUE 


Phone  Main  4541 


FREE  SERVICE 
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^^GODRUFF 
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Brothers 

SHOP 


6r3  MADISON  AVt. 
-.■;   Toledo     :•: 


it^/irs£ 


Suits  Made  to  Order 

MAX   R.   GARBE 

HABERDASHER  AND  TAILOR 
DRY   CLEANING  AND   PRESSING 


236    West   Delaware   Ave. 


Toledo,    Ohio 


I 


Chuck  Faber:  "Isn't  iVIarcella  Os- 
good shy?'' 

Frsd  Gilchrist:  "Yes;  she's  shy  about 
ten    years    when    you    ask    her    lier 

age." 

*     *     * 
"I    hear   t,ou    liave   been    operated    on 

again." 
"Yes." 

"How  many  times  does  this  make?" 
"Ss\en.  They're  going  to  put  a  swing- 

Hig  door  on  next  tune." 

Ed  Wing:      "I   sure  h:id   ;    hot   time 

last  night." 
C.  Weismantel :    "Yah?" 
Wing:     "Stuck  the  lighted  end  of  a 

cigarette  in  my  mouth." 


Miss  Lucke :  "Tomorrow  we  will 
take  the  life  of  John  Adams." 

Marcia  Imray :     "I  came  from  an  im- 
moral high  school." 
J.  Hungarland:     "What?" 
iVIarcia:     "Yes;  without  a  principal." 

"Gee,  this  tea  is  weak;  it  must  have 
strained  itself  getting  into  the  cup." 

"Naw,  it's  on  the  verge  of  con- 
svunptioii." 

Harold  Walsh:  "What  makes  the 
leaves  turn  red  in  the  fall?" 

Ann  Pingen  :  "They  are  blushing  to 
think  how  green  they've  been  all 
summer." 


SCALP  SPECIALISTS 


EXPERT  MARCELLING 


Ashland  Beauty  Shoppe 

?Am  COLLINGWOOD  AVE. 
Corner  Machen 
Phone,  Jeff.   1810  Open    Evenings 


Toledo,   Ohio 


<lA 


fter     You    Graduate 

Prepare  for  a  position  at  this  old  reliable  school.  Each  year  many  graduates  from 
all  the  high  schools  come  to  us  for  business  training.  We  offer  the  most  thorough 
courses,  the  most  experienced  faculty,  the  best  equipment,  and  the  finest  business 
college  building  in  Northwestern  Ohio.     Send  for  Catalog. 

Purchaied  Jan.  1882.   '  Oldest  in  City. 


^ — ^  Business  College 


NEW   LOCATION— CORNER   ADAMS   AND   TENTH   STREETS 
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St.  Matthew's  Lutheran  Church 


PUTNAM  AND   BATAVIA  STREETS 

HAS  A  CORDIAL  WELCOME  FOR  ALL  YOUNG  PEOPLE 

Church   School,   9:15  A.M. 

Chief  Service,  with  Sermon,   10:30  A.M. 

Seasonal  Vespers,  4  P.  M  .and  7  :30  P.  M. 

Y.  P.  S.,  6:30  P.M. 

PASTOR,  ALBERT  L.  BENZE,  D.D. 


"Will  you  many  me?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  she  replied. 

And  they  li\  ed  happily  ever  after. 

Condemned    Prisoner:      "Warden,    I 

need  exercise,  1  do." 
AV:irden  :     "Exercise?    What  kind  do 

yon  want  ?" 
Prisoner:     "Oh!  I'd  just  like  to  skip 

the  rope." 

Two  may  li\e  as  cheaply  as  one,  but 
not  nearly  as  quietly. 

C.  Sheffield:  "I'm  smoking  a  ter- 
rible lot  of  cigars  lately." 

E.  Shaw:  "You  certainly  are,  if 
that's  one  of  them." 


G.  Staebler:  "I  hear  the  side  show 
owner  was  arrested  for  disturbing 
the  peace." 

i\L  L.  Hansen:  "\Vhat  was  he 
doing?" 

Staebler:     "Punchin'  Jud}.  " 

F.  Quale:  "Isn't  this  a  stupid  party?" 

N.  Morrison:     "Yes." 

Quale:      "Why  not  let  me   take  you 

home?" 
Nancy:     "Sorry;  I  live  here." 

*     *     * 
"The  showers  in  the  clubhouse  have 

been  broken  for  a  month." 
"Why  don't  they  fix  them?" 
"Nobody's  found  it  out  vet." 


DAVIS 

Cleaners  and  Dyers 

2527  eOLLINGWOOD  AVE. 


Members  Florii^s'    Telegrajih  Associatio 


S 


UDER'S 

FLORISTS  ^ 


Store  and  Greenhouses 
2941  TO  3003   CHERRY  STREET 


A.  A.   Suder,  Proprietor 


Phone,  Jefferson  0489 
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A.   G.   HOLDGRAF 


PRESCRIPTION  PHARMACIST 

Service  That  Lasts 
2484  Fulton  Street,  Corner  Delaware 


While  waiting  for  two  ladies  to  get 
hair  cuts  and  a  third  to  get  a  neck 
sha\c  this  week,  a  Jewell  City  man 
took  a  punctured  tire  to  the  garage 
and  found  the  garage  man  busy 
vulcanizing  a  rubber  corset. 

He:  "What's  that?  You  say  our  en- 
gagement is  broken?  I  don't  get 
you." 

She:     "That's  it  exactly." 

A  spinster  living  in  a  London  suburb 
was  shocked  at  the  language  used 
by  workmen  repairing  telegraph 
wires  close  to  her  house.  She  wrote 
to  the  company,  and  the  foreman 
was  asked  to  report.  This  he  did 
in  the  following  way : 

"Me  and  Bill  Fairweather  were  on 
this  job.  I  was  up  the  telegraph 
pole,  and  accidentally  let  the  hot 
lead  fall  upon  Bill.  It  went  down 
his  neck.  Then  he  said :  'You 
really  must  be  more  careful, 
Harry.'  " 


"What  would  yo'  do  wif  fifty  million 

doUahs,  Mose?" 
"Go  'way  wif  such  foolish  questions, 

man — Ah'd  jes'  read,  dass  all." 

"Jes'    read?      Yo'    crazy!       Read 

what?" 
"Bill  o'  fares,  Jeff'son,  bill  o'  fares." 

i       *       * 

Mother:     "What  made  your  teacher 

scold  5'ou  this  afternoon  ?" 
Harold :    "I  was  the  only  guy  in  class 

who  couldn't  suggest  a  way  to  stop 

the  crime  wavp  '" 

Mrs.  Barker:  "Well,  did  you  get 
many  Christmas  gifts?" 

Mrs.  Harper:  "Yes,  I  got  several 
lovely  presents,  and  also  some 
things  from  my  husband's  people." 
*    *    * 

Teacher:  "Give  an  instance  of  a  soul 
without  a  body." 

Pupil :    "An  angel." 

Teacher:  "Now  one  of  a  body  with- 
out a  soul." 

Piipil :     "A  corporation." 


BULOVA  WATCHES  FOR  THE  GRADUATES 


14-karat  .solid  gold,  handsomely 
carved,  17  jeweled,  radium  dial 
for    ifS.-.OO 

Green   gold    filled .$50.00 


18-karat  gold   filled .S40.0(i 

Other  BULOVA  Watche.s 
JSIS.OO    to    $25.00 


GROSS-JORDAN  CO.    'Z'^e^^l'L^^' 
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